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DEDICATORY STANZAS. 



LADEN with Fancy's half-blown blossomingSt 
And buds, (not ** buds of promise" would they were,) 

My fledgeling Muse*8 Totive offerings,— 
Fruits all unripe, selected with no care. 

Plucked as they came to hand,— my bark doth dare, 

The dangers of the wild uflstable deep 
Of jmdiic opmiim : few ore there 

Who, when ^e gales of critieiim sweep. 

Its restless surface o'er, their soils aloft can keep. 

No spars ore her's, bedecked with flaunting pride. 

Nought is there in her cargo to allure. 
The Corsair of the literary tide, 

That dread of vent'rous Authors, hight Reyiewer! 

Whose raking fire not many may endure. 
And mme the least of any ; may she sail 

On, in her insignificance secure, 
Nor be her progress stayed by that fierce hail. 
At which the stoutest crew, and bravest captains quail. 



As yet *mid friendly states her course has lain. 

Close along shore, where Storms nor Rovers come ; 
But now,— 'Complete her lading,*-o'er the main. 

The wide unsheltered main, she far must roam ; 

A bubble cast upon the ocean's foam, 
A feather floating in a stormy sea, 

Commissioned,— should she reach that distant dome, — 
To offer at the shrine of Poesy, 
This wreath from One, the Nine's most humble devotee. 

A nut-shell amid Navies, may she ride. 

E'en as the Nautilus, in safety o'er 
The wave, nor from her course be tuftied aside. 

By mightier vessels bearing to that shore. 

Whore Fame erects her temple ; long and sore 
Must be her buffetmgs, oht iitay her'tffate, 

Bo weak and helpless, 'mid the tempest's roar. 
Compassion, in soffle feeling breast create, 
To stretch a helping hand, ere yef it be too late. 

To those who lent their aid to build ttiiy Bark, 
And launch her forth, tny grateful thaaktf are dae, 

And, of my gratitude a trifling mark, 
SuBScaiBSRs! do I dedicate te you 
These untaught lays ; full soon shall I renew 

My " grey goose quill," and strive my verse to mend, 
'Till then, to one and all, I bid adieu I 

And many a prayer^ will Nemo upward send, 

That health, and every blessing, may on you and your's 
attend. 
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THE OCEAN OUEEN. 



INTRODUCTORY STANZAS. 



BOUNO on a voyage to the western world, 
A stately ship which Britain's «nsign bore, 

While yet the grey dawn's mist o'er ocean curl'd* 
And wrapt in dim obscurity the shore. 
Boused with her gun's reveberating roar. 

The voyagers, from out their tranquil sleep, . 

Who hastening to the beach^ beheld spread o'er. 

The canvas white, upon the spars so steep ; 

Then broke forth many a parting word, and sob of sorrow 
dieep. 

I saw that vessel sail from out the bay. 

Which never mortal eyes oeheld again^ 
Lightly she bounded «n her watery way. 

As bounds the stag across the verdant plain : 

And smooth, as is a mead was then the main ; 
Since then full many a year away has past. 

But tidings of her fate we ne'er could gain. 
Doubtless she on some hidden rock was cast. 
And perished tvery soul beneath the ocean vait» 



*i THE OTKAN QVEEN. 

Amid the passengers you might have mark'd— 

A lovely girl, in deepest sables clad, 
And on the scene aronnd, e*er she embark' d, 

A look she cast, so sorrowful, so sad, 
That cold indeed must be the heart, and bad, 
Which gave not forth the sympathysing tear. 

Alone she came, no relatives she had. 
With words of comfort that sad hour to cheer. 
List I Reader, and a tale of that fair girl thou'lt hear. 



She was an Orplian, on the battle field. 
Her father bravely fell in manhood's pride. 

Calling on Heav*n his much loved wife to shield. 
And children twain (now in the world so wide 
All friendless cast) from poverty's chill tide ; 

Hither they came, the mourning widow and—- 
The fatherless, in yonder cottage did reside ; 

Six years pass'd o'er, when fell death's icy hand, 

And by their mother's grave I saw those Orphans stand. 



The younger child, a sweet though fragile flower^ 

Soon 'neath the sod beside that mother lay, 
Kipp'd in the bnd, it blossomed for an honr. 

Then all its bloom, and fragrance past away ; 

It pined for her whose mild voice conld allay. 
And soothe each grief of infancy to rest. 

'Tis true her sifter o'er her night and day 
Watched, and each wish was granted ere', exprest. 
But Oh! she long'd to nestle, on the fond maternal 
breast- 



THE OCEAN QUEEN. 

Now was OUT Heroine indeed alone, 
A stranger ainid strarigera, and so yonng, 

<For scarce had sixteen summers o*er her flown) 
It did appear as destiny had rung 
The knell of all her earthly hopes, o'erhung 

The horizon with dark clouds of gloom and strife : 
Her father from ft noble race had sprung. 

But all connexion ceased, when for his wife. 

He took 9, maid from out the walks of hnnble life^ 



Many came forward, I among the rest, 

And offered an a^lum to the Maid, 
But no ! her Mother's friends dwelt in the West, 

And she to cross the seas was not afiraid, 

She'd seek them out, and doubtliess they some aid^ 
Would render to an Orphap girl whose fate, 

(Here stilling sobs her anguish deep betray'd). 
Was so enwrapp'd in gloom, so desolate ; 
Great was her gratitude to us, greater than words could 
state. 



And Oh ! (continued she) when I am gone. 
You'll think on her !. by whom will ne'qr forgot— v 

Your kindness be, and on the Sabbath mom. 
As often as you pass that burial spot. 
See that no weeds are suffered there to rot. 

That no rude hand the sacred tomb deface,. 
And be assured whatever is my lot, 

(Again the tears bedewed her lovely face) 

My prayers will rise for those, who sought my woes t^ 
chase. 

b2 
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l)pi>ply Itor wordi lank on each listener's 

Ami (n srrtiro It ftrom unhallowed tread. 
Wo rnll(»cl arotind tlio green spot set apart, 

Til Itf thn widow*!, and her infant's bed ; 

And tin a mnrblo slab, may now be read, 
(Whtoh rt^nti \ipon the chancers sacred wall) 

tn mt^mury of her I on whose young head, 
Afllirliitn'M hand so hoavily did fall, 
'riih M«in(^ la placed, her virtues, and her suffering t* 



1 tiiY^d that hoAtttaoui Girl, she call'd to mind 

My own t^it datlghtor, she whom long ago, 
t to i\w iMiMom of tlto earth consigned, 

And a strangti ploasuro mingled with my woe 

Wht*n gailng on her, as sho like the roe, 
t)o\utdod in give, the flowery meads along, 

Kre* h^r young heart had felt grief's bitter throe. 
Or huihod was all the gladness of her song; 
1 mourn that lovely form, should sleep the waves among* 



I cannot boar to think her dead, and oft, 

Upon a cliff which overhangs tlie main, 
I stand and muse, until her voice so soft, 

As in thd days gone by, I hcac again. 

And then does fancy weave her magic chain 
Around me, and displays full many a scene, 

Such as, though void of melody my strain, 
(Which, Reader, thou discovered hast I ween) 
' have depicted in my Lay ** The Ocean Queen/ 



THE OCEAN QUBBN. 

PART THE FIRST. 



** Steady ske goes f" cried the Helmsman bold, 

As the good ship Howe, o'er the ocean sped 

With every inch of canvas spread, 

From the clean-wash'd deck, to the topmast head ; 
*' Steady she goes ! if this breeze should hold. 

Ere the bright sun sinks in his western bed. 
Many leagues from those white cliffs we shall be, 

From the home, and the friends of our youth so dear; 
Then a long farewell ! to the Land of the Free ! 

Come messmates ! join in a parting cheer :" 
Around the sturdy crew did stand. 
Each with his sea cap in his hand, 

'Twas waved on high, simultaneously 

Burst forth the spirit stirring cry ; 
As one, were their manly voices blent. 
Again, and again, was the wild shout sent. 

Hip I hip ! hurrah ! o'er the waters far — 

On the wings of the freshening gale did fly. 

Loud and clear, was that farewell cheer, 
As it rose from the deck, on the morning air. 

But e'er it smote on the landsman's ear, 
'Twas fiEunt, as the wailings of despair ; 

As the cry for help ! when no help is near; 
When the mariner sinks, to a watery grave. 
While around him the billows, and rude blasts rave : 

It caused a cold chill, o'er the hearts to thrill. 
Of those who stood on the pebbly beach ; 
As though endowed with the power of speech^ 

It seemed to say " We have passed away ! 

We never agi^ that shore shall reach." 
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And thf n all uncontroul'd, the moan — 
(Which Hpttke the apirit'a bitterness) 
Broke forth* from those thus left alone. 
To war with sorrow, and distress. 

Hlowly th« mottming group dispersed. 
And ono, by one, with hearts emersed — 

In grief, their footsteps home they bent. 
And strove employment ^r the miud» 
In busy household cares to find, 

Assuming looks of blithe content, 
And uheerfuluess they could not feci : 

Well swept, and sanded was the floor, 
Ea(*h thing its proper place within. 

And then, (more active duties o'er) 
They sat thorn down to sew, or spin ; 
Yet often WAS the whirling wheel. 

Allowed to pause in it» career, — 

Unheeded, while the glistening tear-^ 
Was from the dimmed eye seen to steal. 

And down the pallid cheek to glide, 

Which vain the suiferer senght to hide ; 
As missing from the accustom'd place. 
Home well beloved form, and face : 
And many a pillow waa bedew'd. 

That night, with pearly drops of woe ;. 
And many a prayer full oft renewed 
From ont the darksome solitude, 

Unto the throne of grace did go» , 
Alas ! while sojourning on earth. 

Our best affections oft are inade— 
Our greatest punishmentS) and mirth — 
lu n^xuili*^ 'acath sonow's blightutg tiM»^ 
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The farewell cheers had to silence sank, 
And no sound the listening ear notv drank. 
But the gale, as it whistled the cordage through. 
And the strain o^her timbers as on she flew, 
Like the race horse flies o'er the level course ; 

And the rash of th^ tide, which she dash'd aside. 

And it seem*d ad she laughM in scornful pride— 
At the opposing wave, which she cleft with a force- 
Resistless, and shook from her prow the spray. 
Gleaming bright, in the beams of the God of day ! 
Graceful she bent, as she caught the gale, 
On the ample spread of each snow white sail, 
'Till it seem'd that her tall spars sought the main. 
Then rose, as the breeze fen off again ; 
Thus yielding to its influence. 
Like a thing possessed of life, and sense : 
As swims the Wild-Swan, to his watery home, 

Now rising, now falling in wanton glee. 
The vessel sped on, through the fleecy foam. 

And danced o*er the billows right merrily. 

Upon the quarter-deck apart- 
Paced one ! whose mind was as a chart, 
Whereon is by a skilful hand, 
Traced out the boundary of each land ; 
Each Creek, each Inlet, well he knew. 
Each Headland, and each rocky Cape ; 
Had been in shipwrecks not a few. 
And many a tale of hair-breadth 'scape ; 
Of perils on the raging flood. 
By landsmen little understood ; 
Of sufferings almost past belief, 
Could t«ll that dauntless Ocean ChleC 
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A dJM «atlift» of ttomw, md itrife, 
€ld ia nperiiBBoe, thooi^ hit jttm 
Had Muetly iMch'd tbe prime of life, 

Daagen he tcoff 'd at, knew not fean ^ 
Well ikill*d the Teeeera coarse to guide» 
In aafety o*er the boundlesatide, 
To avoid the qnicksanda, aunken rocks,. 
The vhiilpooI*8»and tonado'a ahocks i, 
To reef 1 toftiril belay! haulUut! 
And every teim of seamanship— 
Came readily from off his Up, 
As thou^ by nature taai^t. 

He loved an hour of social mkth» 

A can of grog to banish care : 
He loved the country of his birth. 
And deem*d there waa no tpot on earthy 

Could with that spot compare : 
Ko wife, no olbpiing dear had he. 
For long on land he ne'er did taiiy. 
Once had he been about to many, 
Vhen duty summoned him to sea. 
And quite forgotten was his bride. 
In that good ship, his joy, his pride» 
The idol of his manly heart : 
Unknown to him the cringing part» 
He ne'er could stoop to be a slave, 
Sooner than foreign flag should wave, 

(In place of Britain's blaxoniy,) 
His vessel's tapering spars between^ 
He'd fire the powder magaaine. 

Bidding her scattered timbers fly— • 
7w o'er the heaving wave i 
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And sdnding to eternity— ^ 

Himself, and crew to braTe. 

Such was the man ! who ne'er was heard 

To use a Tain, or boastful word; 

l^o'd scorn to tell a lie. 

And ne'er beneath the jacket blue. 

Beat there a heart more brave, more true-* 

To honour's call, than his who trod— 
(As firmly treads the mountaineer. 
His native hills to him so dear. 

In free unshackled liberty, 

Bowing to none, but to his God !) 
The quarter deck, while flashed his eye^ 
And swell'd his heart exultingly. 

As gradual land did disappear, 
And nought the gazer could descry. 
But the cloudless sky's blue canopy. 

And the wide waste of waters drear. 

The passengers had all below— 
Retired, save one, who to and fro-^ 
With folded arms did pace ; 
Kow pausing, did he fix his gaze. 
Where distantly amid the haze— 
The eye could scarcely trace— 
A little spot, a speck of white. 
Which glistened in the sun beams bright; 
The chalky cliffs of Albion's Isle ! 
Against the mast he leant awhile. 
As thou^^ his mind was torn and tost. 
And in the maze of memory lost ; 
Then as that spot grew less, and less. 
His feeSngs could he not repress, 
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Hut Hounding low the waves along, 

Wtti huurd *' tho £migraut*8 Farewell Song." 

* 
I'arowoi^ \ oh farowcU ! to tlie placid lake, 

Tu tho village embower'd in trees ; 
WhuHO vomal boughs, soft melody make, 
As they wave in the evening breeze ; 
Whom tho nightingales song — 
Floats tho bowers among, 
Whuu twilight gathers around ; 
And tho churchbeirs peal— 
O'or tho waters steal, 
With a swoot, and a solemn sound ; 
Karowull ! oh farowoU ! in a foreign clime. 

Full oft win those strains so dear. 
To ntoinory rocur, and that evening chime, 
I again ihall (in fancy) hear. 

Farowoll I oh farewell ! to the quiet grot, — 

Whonco gushes the crystal spring ; 
To that lovely, that sweet, sequcstcr'd spot. 
Where no sound, but the wild bees wing :' 
And tho gurgling trill— 
Of tho murmuring rill, 
Tho dreamy stillness invades; 
Whore a soothing calm — 
Doos each wild thought charm. 
And soft slumber each sonde pervades : 
Farewell ! oh farewell ! be it mine to roam, 

Amid sunny smiles or tears, 
My thoughts will e'er turn to that much lov*d home, 
And those scenes of my boyhood' ti years. 
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On ! on ! befbte Uio auspicious wind, 

Still bounding went the gallant bark. 
Leaving a white track far behind-^ 

Of foam, upon the watets dark ; 
So swiftly flies the wild Gazell, 

Chased by the FILnther o'er the plain ; 
So bounds the Chamois when does swell'^ 
Upon the breeze the bugle stiain, 
Or when mid glacier'd grotft iht sound— 

Of hunter's rifle echoes round : 
The sun, the zenith hmg had past. 

And now declining in the west, 
His level beams obliquely cast, 

Upon the boundless ocean's breast, 

Tinging with gold each billow's crest. 
And on the vessels canvas throwing •^ 

A gorgeous, sanguine hue; 
Now like a fiery furnace i^owing, 

He slowly sank from View,— 
Behind the clouds of coming night. 
Which drank his beams of lustrous light ; 

So sinks to rest in glory's arms, 

Amid the battle's fierce alarms. 
The warrior, on the field of fig^t. 

Spuming the waters with her keel, 
Like some lone spirit of the deep, 
Enveloped in the shades of eve, 

Which now their garment grey did weave, 

And all the scene around conceal. 
The vessel with impetuous speed,* 
As to a goal by fate decreed, 

Did over the ocean sweep* 
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BhriU through the throuds the western 
0tng, and dJetended wide each tai], 
'Till the confining corda did atrain, 
Aa thoy were like to anap in twain; 
Towarda the topmaat taper apais, 

Which aeem'd to pierce the finnament, 
(Aaatunlng now a duaky hue, 
A more Intense, a deeper blue, 
And studded o'er with twinkling atais^ 
Revolving in their ailver can) 

The OapUin's praoticjod glance was sent; 
As bend on land before ^e breeze, 
The vernal bougha of willow trees, 

Those slender spars were bent ; 
He saw to ease th^m there was need. 
The prompt command did then succeed, 

•* Reef! reef 1 without delay V 
And as it loud and clear did ring. 
The orew upon the rigging spring. 

His orders to obey. 

Kow o'er the horixon's pastern verge, 

li ipreadingsoen, a silvery sheen. 
As the Aurora Borealis clear. 
Illumes the northern hemisphere, 

That glancing ray, does brightly play. 
Where sky, and sea commingling meet 
A harbinger, the night doth greet, 

Which tells full soon, the paley moon, 
Will ftom her ocean bed emerge : 

She comes I she conges ! night's lovely Queen I 
Shedding around her dewy Ught, 

Miikiug »u beautiful, and bri^t. 
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The silver moon, far up had cUmb'd 
And from the bowers of bliss above. 

Where not a cloud was seen to wreath, 
Beam'd forth her looks of li^t, and love. 
Upon the reflnent tide beneath ; 
Eight bells had musically chimed, 
Which told the midnight hour had flown. 

The log was cast with carefiil heed. 
Which to the practiced eye made known— 
The vessel's rate of speed : 
The Boatswain's whistle sounded shrill,| 
As cry of Plover from the hill, 

(Which up does spring, on whirring wing, 
When fowler's footstep does intrade. 
Too near her tender, unfledged brood. 
Amid the heathery solitude,) 
Bidding the mariners forsak^- 

Their hammocks, for the upper deck. 
Their turn of watch, and ward to take. 

To guard the ship from foes, or wreck, 
Scarce had its last vibrations rung. 

Ere' answering to the piercing call, 
Kimbly they up the hatchway sprung. 
And quick were muster'd one, and alL 

The men relieved, retired to rest, 

The stir, the bustle died away. 
And save the sailors ready jest. 

The lively laugh, the sally gay. 
Which cheerftihiess of heart bespoke ; 

The flapping sail, the whistling gale, 

The surges rush, like fountains gush, 
No sound upon the stillness broke. 
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And had fhosc men ro soon foigot, 
Tlio pleasant scenes they left behind ? 

The meads, the wood o'er shadow'd cot. 
Which soom'd for peace, and rest design'd ? 
Had all, all vanished from the mind ? 

The river winding through the vale^ 
Fed by its tributary streams, 

On whoso green banks thc;y oft the tale— r 
Of love, beneath the moon's pale beams. 

Had (old, to not unheeding ears f 
The friends who 'mid those bright scenes dwelt. 
Who hourly to their Maker knelt, 
For Aivo\iring gales to waft them on, 
Tho ocean's boundless breast upon ; 
That Wwy may safe, and quick retun^ 
To tlioso who for their presence yearn ? 

Who wpary Hoav'n with prayers, while tears, 

Uxproii thoir anguish, and their fears 7 

Oh no I but Ho who dwells above, 

Who evory socrot spring does move, 

Wm(<h guldos the acts of feeble man, 

(An atom In tho mighty plan) 

Doos in His wisdom so ordain. 
That tlioso who dwell 'mid scenes of danger, 
To whom security's a stranger ; 
Hieso with avidity each joy, 
With wliich the passing hour is rife, 

Nor let afflictions dark alloy. 

Embitter all thoir vcnt'roua life : 

Yet do affections fond retain- 
No less their influence o'er the heart, 
For acting not the mourners part. 
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Silent, and deep as a secret spring, 

Which gushes in crystal purity, 
Where the forest trees a dark shade fling. 

Unseen, unheard by the passer by ; 
Ever to one object flowing. 

Nothing of estiangment knowing ; 
Is the love the sailor cherisheth, 
Unquench'd by aught, save the hand of death. 

A listening group, had gathered round— 

A son of Neptune, on whose head. 

Old time had hoary bonours shed ; 
Full fourscore years had rolFd them round, > 

Since 'mid a tempest mde, and wild. 

He first saw light " an Ocean Cbild,** < 

A weather beaten :Sea-dog — one^- , >,..■ 

Who'd seen (he said) " a little sarvice," 
And much his converse ran upon, ' 

The gallant deeds of Howe, and Jarvis, 
Duncan, and others famed in story, 

Whose names like glancing beacon lights, 

Kindled upon the rocky heights. 
Which over-Tiang the path of glory ; ' 

Guide on to where the shrine of fame. 

Emits a never dying flame : 
He loved to picture forth the battle. 
The cannon's roar, the muskets rattle. 
The clash of cutlas, thrust of pike. 
When Britons ! did for Britain strike, ' 

And Gallia's flag of stainless white. 

On which the golden lilies gleam'd, 
Bow'd to old Albyn's greater might, 

Whose standard proudly o'er it strcam'd. 
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To make the long night watch seem ahort^ 
Talea would he tell, with marvels fraught. 
Of « Flying Dutchmen" bearing all-* 
Their topsails in a heftvy squall. 
When 'mid the elemental jars. 
Scarce could their ship with naked spars. 
Ride out the tempest's mi^ty shock. 
Whose wrath the stranger seem'd to mock ; 
Seen by the lightning's fitful gleam, 
Kow in their lee, now weather beam. 
And on the deck a ghastly crew, 
Whose eyes (like chamel meteors blue) 
Olanc'd fearfiilly amid the gloom, 

While shrieks, and horror filling yells. 
Were heard as iisuing from the tomb. 

Mingled with sound of tolling bells : 

Of Lapland Hags ! in icy cells. 
Surrounded by eternal frost. 

Who deal in diabolic spells. 
By which the ship is tempest tost. 

Or wafted on by favouring gales ; 

Of sharks voracious, and of whales— 
So huge, that they can swallow up, 

(And feel no inconvenience from it,) 
A ship fiUl rigg'd, as we a cup— 

Of Flip, would take with toast upon it. 

Of water serpents miles in length. 
With tails of such prodigious strength, 

That with one stroke, they oft have broke— 
An island into several more ; 
'* And this the reason is (said he) 
The place they call the Egean Sea, 
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With little Isles is dotted o'er ; 

Once there were only two or three, 
But being in a mighty rage, 
^This happened in a by*gone age) 
A serpent used his scaly tail. 
Just as a thresher would his frail. 
Causing the pieces wide to fly, 
Like so much broken crockery.' 
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This creature had he never seen, 

Still did believe it no less true, 
Than that the sea beneath was green. 

Or that the sky above was blue ; 
And an old messmate (one who had sail'd— 

With him, in years now long gone by,) 
Had thus, each circumstance detail'd, 

Just as it met his wondering eye ; 
He was a native of the west, 
Who calculated much, and guess' d— 
No word was there Apocryphal, 

Or ne'er might it be his again. 

To wander o'er the trackless plain; 

Through tangled forests, dark, and wild. 

Where he had stray'd a fearless child ; 

To traverse prairies stretching far. 

His only guide the polar star. 
His only canopy the sky. 

His only bed the downy heather, 

Where the young Eagle sheds its feather. 
And all is grand sublimity ; 

The morass, and the bog to thread, 

Where oft in youth, his hand had sped. 
The swift unerring rifle ball ; 

c 
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To shoot the foaming rapidB through. 

All in his whirling light Canoe ; 

To scale the mountains, skim the lake. 

Where not a sonnd does silence break. 

Save the far-wheeling ^id4bwr» call. 

And echoing roar of waterfall ; 

'* But listen Mates ! and then you'll lara» 

What I did of the Yankey's Yam ! 

*' 'Twas on a soltry sommer's day, 
Becalm'd the good ship Boston lay. 

Upon the broad Atlantic's breast ; 
The burning son's meridian ray, 
Down on the heated decks did play, 

And all the ctew with sleep opprest." 

** We gazed around, on every side. 
Was spread the iridescent tide, 

As crystal mirror motionless ; 
Kot e'en a zephyr there did ride. 
With strength to lift tlie veil aside, 

Which screens a face of loveliness." 

" The Dolphin there display *d each hue. 
From purple deep, to paley blue, 

The playful porpoise leapt, and roll'd ; 
The swift Bonetta o'er us flew, 
On whose bright wings, the sun-beams threw, 

A radiance, as of bumish'd gold.** 

** Reflected in the wave, appeared— 
Our vesseb spars, which high up-rear*d. 
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Their crowded canTass to the sky ; 
In Tain 'twas spread, no breezes cheer'd^ 
Our hearts, with hopes of home endear'd 

The streamers hung 4own droopingly." 

^ Sudden a mighty rushing sound — 
Was heard, the waters all around. 

Were into wild commotion thrown ; 
The sky gsew dark, as though these (rown'A 
Above our heads, a pall profound. 

The brightness of the scene had flown.** 

** And now, emerging &om the deep, 
A Serpent fonn waa seen to leap^ 

And plunge, amid the sleeping sea ; 
* Till, as its endless folds did sweep— 
And writhe, like mountains tall, and steep. 

The billows rose tumulttbously." 

*' Nearer it caae, and round our bark, 
Dash'd up the foaming waters dark, 

Then raar'd on high its monstrous head; 
Which scarce for terror we could mark. 
Was armed with jaws, as of the shark, 

While glanced its eyes, a fiery ved." 

** The rays which shot from thence did seem. 
Like to the lightning's lurid beam. 

Amid the clouds of vapour black ; 
Which from his nostrils wide did streu. 
They fearfully did on us gleam, 

Who prostrate lay upon the deck« 

2 
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"As o*erus bent the form immense, 

Each moment more, and more intense— 
The darknew grew, we gasped for breath; 

While, with a dreadful violence. 

The ship was whirU'd around, each sense- 
Was chill'd, as by the hand of death.*' 

« A mighty crash, was heard at lasl; 
A snapping soimd, our eyes we cast, 

Expecting some disaster sore ; 
The form was disappearing fast, 
Had vanished too, our mizzen mast. 

Which in his monstrous jaws he bore." 

** Subsided soon, the oceans swell. 
The darkness pass'd away, we fell— 

Upon our trembling knees in pray'r ; 
But long it was, e'er we could quell — 
The fear, which in e.ach breast did dwell, 

Gazing with wild, disordered air." 

" A breeze sprang up, which with delight— 
We hail'd, and e'er did close the night, 

We anchor'd in a pleasant bay ; 
But the remembrance of that nighf , 
Which ftU'd my spirit with affright. 

Will never! never! pass away." 

As thus, adorned with many a phrase. 
Whose meaning, unto ears i)oUte, 
Was hid in darkiiMs, as of night. 

His tale the sailor told ; 
The men in accents of amaze, . 
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With lifted hands, and uptum*d eyes, 
Betray'd the wonder, and surprise, 

Which through their bosoms roll'd; 
Not that they doubted it, in sooth— 
They deem'd, most firmly deem*d it truth; 
And had it been a thousand times. 
More startling, more imprpbable, . 
More fraught with horrors, they had given — 
Full credence, and each doubt have driv«n. 
From out their breasts, iK>r oo«dd you tell, 
A tale too wild, too wonderful. 
For their belief, who in each sigh— . 
Of the night breeze, which wanders by. 
And the vex'd waves to peace does lull, 
Now rising with a louder swell, 
Now sinking in a dying fall. 

In fancy hear, the death bell chimes. 
While many a drowning messmates calit. 
With awe, the spirit does appall. 

r 

Who spectres view in every cloud. 

Which does the midnight sky enshroud ; 

And in the mists which oft-times sweep, 

Across the surface of the deep. 

When all is vapour, dense, and dim. 
Which vain the eye to penetrate — 

Endeavours, as the ship "does swim. 
Amid their every' changing state; 
Now seeming as she pass'd between- 
Huge mountains, towering fleecy capp'd. 

As a ray struggled through above, 

And for a moment's space docs m6vc. 
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The darksome masses, and is seen— - 

The azure sky : and now enwrapp'd— > 
In utter darkness^ a» her conrse, 

She through some dismal cavern held» 
Amid whose windings, with a force— 

Resistless^ is she on propell'd 
While muttering sounds^ of laughter hoarse. 

Resound around, and is beheld-— 
Grim shadowy ibrmsy of Phantom's dire, 

Which flit across the msrky space, 

Released from out that dreadful place. 
Where bums the never-dying fire ; 

For purposes to man unknown. 
Upon the winge4 gale to ride, 

Or wander o'er the wreck'4>estrown. 
The ever restless tide. 

Who omens read in every thing. 

Which meets the eye, or greets the ear : 
The scream of Sea-fowl, on the wing, 

Rising amid the tempest clear ; 
The rushing of the ravenous Shark, 

Which cleaves the billows, swift, and strong. 
The passage of the Porpoise dark. 

Which tumbles aukwardly along-** 
The heaving waters, on its way ; 
The gambols of the Dolphin gay ; 
The ponderous Whale's imwieldy play. 
Which up its fount like jets does fling, 
High in the 8un*beam» glittering ; 
The Fire-Flake's bright phosphorant ray. 

Which glances, like the evening star, 

Sending its paley beams afar, 
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ThroDgh the pelucid element ; 
All ! all ! are omens eloquent, 
And to the uninstructed miikl, 
Seem by the powers aboy« design* d* 

A timely warning to conTey : 
AUl all! a meaning deep possess, 
A never falling ooosequence ; 

As soothsayers, of the times of old. 
Events of evil, or of good. 

By signs, predicted, and foretold, 
So do those dwellers on the flood. 

Believe, that dark futurity. 

Thus shadows forth, events which lie- 
Deep in her mysAMml recess ; 
And this fore-knowledge does depress. 

Or causes o'er each gkiwing sense, 
At thought of coming iiappiness. 
To gush, a flood oC joy intenac 



And thus those men, who'd dauntless dash. 
Where death, in every dreadliil shape, 
(From which it seem' d. was no escape) 
Encompass'd them around ; 
Do shrink as 'neath the uplifted lash. 

Cowers the offending hound ! 
Who for nought palpable, would care. 
But fearless every danger dare, 

' Yet let a shadow, or a sound, 
The courage, from their spirits scare : 
But e'en the well-instructed man. 

However fortified by thought, 
Must own at times, as he does scan— 
Those scenes sublime, with grandeur fraught ; 
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A feeling very near akin — 
To superstition, rise within ; 
Which his superior intelect, 

In vain, endeavoHrs to deny, 
And which, the more he does reflect. 

The more his reasoning does defy ; 
What wonder then, that those who ne'er. 
The blest advantages did share*— 
Of education, at the shrine— 
Of dark credulity, should kneel. 
And feel, as does a power divine. 

Her influence, o'er their senses steal ? 

Oh ! who can gaze on the mighty deep. 

So fathomless ! vast ! illimitable ! 
As it lies like a child ^n wrapt in sleep. 
When the waves are hush'd, and the winds are sliB ? 
When the moon-beams glance. 
O'er its broad expanse. 
And a silvery hue, on each riplet shed; 
When nought but the main, 
Like a boundless, plain — 
Is seen, and the blue sky over head ? 
Oh ! who can gaze in that tranquil hour. 

Nor feel within his breast arise, 
Feelings too deep, for definement's power, 
So fraught with unspeakable phantasies ? 
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PART THE SECOND. 



Oh ! there is a bright, and a beautiful land. 

Full many a fathom, the waves beneath. 
Which softly flow o'er a gem-strewn sand, 

(Where the crimson, and white coral-branohes wreath,) 
With a munnuring low, as of gliding streams ; 
Such a fairy-like scene, as we oft in our dreams-* 
Behold, when blest fancy, assumes her sway, 
And bears us far ! far ! from the earth away : 
There never is heard, a discordant note, 

Unknown, the daik list of mortality's woes; 
But every sound, which around does float. 

Breathes a peaceful, a hush'd, and a quiet repose : 
Unheard is the tempest, that land within. 

When the storm spirit sweeps, the white ocean o'er. 

And wakens the waves, to a wild uproar ; 
When all is confusion, and deafning din. 

When the thunders roll, and the lightnings fly. 
When haroc, and death, ride the bursting billow. 
There, all is serene, as an infant's pillow, 

And soft, as the nurse's lullaby. 

'Tis there, ** the King of the Ocean " reigns, 
Lord supreme, o'er those vast domains, 
Which compass the earth, like a girdle round. 

Stretching so far, beneath land, and sea, 

That like to the realms of eternity. 
They seem to possess, nor end, nor bound : 
He holds his court, where the Dolphins sport, 

And the Mullet, and Gold-Fish love to rove. 
In a palace plann'd, by no mortal hand, 

Whose towering golvmns, and roof above, 
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Are with glittering petrefaetions'deck'd, 
Which fling their bright reys, far and wide, 
Whose wonders, scoff at the puny pride, 

And the skill of an earthly architect. 

Oh ! rich, and varied beauties greet-^ 
The eye, in that subterrane retreat : 
Here ! is the soHd granite riven. 

In mighty masses far apart ; 
There ! white as fleecy snow-flakes driven, 

As though in mockery of art, 
The stone displays, the sculptor's craft. 
In groined arch, and oriel shaft ; 
Here I all is delicate tracery. 

Like foUage of a Lady's bower ; 
There \ jutting bold, and rising high. 

Like Castle battlement, and tower ; 
Here ! like the garden gay Kiosk, 

With its light, and graceful minarets ; 
There ! as the dome of gilded Mosque, 
From whence, when rises sol, or sets. 
Is heard, from its aerial balcony, 

(Far floating on the stilly air,) 
The solemn-toned Muzsin's call. 
When, does the turi)an'd Moslem fall, 
Upon his knees, with downcast eye. 

And breaths to Mahomet a prayer ; 
Here ! ornamented like a shrine, 
Or Chapel-Oratory smiUl; 
There ! plants marine are seen to twine. 

And wreath round pillars, straight, and tall, 

Like to some spacidus festive Hall, 

Bedeck'd for masquerade, or ball. 
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Haric ! haik ! to the Triton's smmdiiig shell. 
The choral minstrelsy to swell, 

A thousand voices now combine, 
With their deep innotations ; 
'Till every cave, and sparry cell, 
And every grot, and spungey dell, 

Is fill'd, with melody divine, 
With echoing vibrations : 
Louder, and louder, swells the strain. 
Now issues forth a glittering train. 
Behold ! the Ocean King ! appears. 
As bristly glance the polished spears, 

Upon a battle plain. 
When lifted high, towards the sky. 

Flashing the sun-beams back again. 
So flashes bright, the Monarch's eye. 

His giant bulk, and towering height. 
Proclaim the majesty of might, 
No armour, does his form invest. 
Bared to the view, his mighty chest. 
Invulnerable as coat of mail. 
Which vain, aught mortal might assail ; 
His jet-black hair, streams far behind. 
As banners, float upon the wind ; 
Ko diadem is on his head. 

His person bears no ornament. 
But in his mien, and in his. tread, 

And in the glance which roimd is sent. 
The more than mortal may be read. 

All ! all ! proclaim the God ! 
The thronging thousands prostrate bent, 

Submissive to his nod. 
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The Trident, symbol of command, . 
Is borne within the Monarch's hand ; 
'Tis waved around, their voices sink. 
They eager list his words to drink ; 
And now a sotind is heard. 
Like forests by the night breese stirr'd ; 
** Bring forth my Car !" his car is brought, 
'Tis formed of Ivory richly wrought, 
And carved in many a rare device ; 

Whereon are monstrous shapes displayed, 
The Lizard, and the Cockatrice, 

With shining precious stones inlaid. 
Whose scalely coats do glance, and gleam. 
Until they rife with motion seem. 

He mounts, and now with loosen'd rein. 
The steeds bound o'er the level plain ; 
Then 'midst a cloud of flying spiny, 

The azure element they cleave. 
As rising upward to the day, 

The pearly depths below they leave ; 
And now the destin'd goal's attain'd. 
With sudden check their speed's restrain'd. 
They toss their heads, and prance, and snort, 
As though to burst their bonds they sought ; 
But at a word from him who guides, 
These winged coursers of the tides, 
A word scarce heard, than whisper less. 
They stand as statues, motionless : 
A shadow flits before their eyes, 

A gallant ship does onward sweep. 
To him ! who dwells within the skies, 

Thua slugs the Monarch of the deep. 
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THE SEA-RING'S INVOCATION. 



" Brother ! whose car is the thunder-cloud, 

Whose steeds are the Tapours dense, 
Which swiftly fly, through the murky sky, 

On their shadowy wings immense ; 
To whom the invisible winds do bow. 
From thy throne on the Jura's rugged brow. 
List to the voice of the Ocean-King 1 
Loudly aroimd let thy trumpets ring. 
To summon thy messengers of wrath. 
From the east, from the west, from the south, and the north. 
From its cavern unbind each boisterous wind, 
And over the deep, let it furious sweep." 

'* Mark ye that bark in gallant trim. 

Swift does she glide, o'er the slumbering tide, 
And like the Eider-Duck lightly does skim. 

Her noiseless way, o'er the phosphoraiit spray. 
Which brightly gleams, in the Moon's pale beams. 
As they far and wide, o'er the waters play : 

She leaves, as she cleaves, the billows through, 
A glittering track, on the Ocean's back. 

Of a radiant silvery hue ; 
And her streamers high, in the azure sky, 

In the gale gaily flutter, and dance ; 
And her canvass white, in the moon-beams bright, 

Like the wixigs of the Osprcy glance." 

" Those sails must be rent, those tall spars bent. 

And her hull into pieces riven, 
By the howling blast, through my realms so vast, 

Must hor timbers, all scattor'd be driven." 



30 tnt 0C8AN QUfiSK. 

" Mairk ye that form ! on the vessel's prow, 

That Maiden ! so young and fa\i ; 
As ivory white, is her polished brow, 

And the hue of the Gold-Fish, her hair ; 
And her eyes, now turned on the cope above, 

Now down on the sleeping main. 
Have caused the power, of mortal tore, 

Round my heart to weave its chain : 
Hark ! hark ! to the low, and murmuring flow, 

Of her voice,' as it steals along— 
On the breeze so bktnd ; of her native land. 

And her childhood's home is that song : 
She sings of the hours, 'neath fairy bowers, 

Pass'd, with friends of her youthfal days, 
And the tear dims her eye, as fond memory. 

Each blissftil scene displays : 
Hushed is the strain, but the heaving breast. 

The deep«dfawn sigh, and the tearful eye. 
Toll of a grief, which knows not rest. 

Of sonow's intensity.' 
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*' Then God of the Tempest! grant thine aid. 
To gain for thy Brother, that lovely maid. 
For worthy is she, the Queen to be. 
Of my far-stretching, wide domains : 

Lot thy viewless ministers sweep o'er— 

The mighty deep, from shore, to shore. 
Unloose the Storm-Fiends chains. 

That the bark be whelm' d, 'ncath the surging tide. 
And I clasp to my heart, from her never to part. 

My boautiM ! Mortal Bride ! " 
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THE STOEM-GOD'S ANSWER. 
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«* Brother ! Brother ! it shall be done, 
That gallant Bark» her course has run, 

Soon shall the surge, ring out the dirge. 
Of those, who when the morning sun— • 

Rose biightly o'^, left the smiling shore, 
Of their much-loved native home. 
Over the watery waste to roam, 
When many a fond adieu was spoken* 

And many a lip, to lip was press'd, 

And murmuring accents, faint express'd. 
Which told of hearts, that had been broken. 

But hope still dwelt within the breast, 
And whispering, spake of happy meetings. 
Re-unions sweet, and joyous greetings." 

*' In sooth they are a gallant band. 

As ever cross'd the sea, 
And Albion's Isle ! is their native land. 

That land of the fearless and free : 
To them the elemental strife, 
With a wild delirious joy is rife. 
They scorn the peaceful landsmen's life. 

And they scoff at slavery : 
They ever were favourites 6f mine. 

Those spirits proad, and brave. 
For I love the man, (who when lightnings shines 

And the tempest around does rave,) 
Surveys the scene, with a look serene, 
Nor quails beneath, the power of Death; 
Who bends the knee, but to the Deity ! 
HU Maker ! and Mine ! and Thine t " 
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" And well have I mark'd that Maid with eyes- 
Lustrous as stars, in the midnight skies, 

And hair of a golden sheen, 
A daughter is she of that favour'd Isle, 

That happy land, where does freedom smile, 

And worthy to be thy Queen ! 
From blemish, or spot, is her mind as free. 

As the stainless snows which rest, 

On towering Mont Blanc's mighty crest. 
In unsullied purity." 



" Fain would I save, that crew so brave. 
But if 'tis thy will, that a watery grave — 
Should their forms receive, thou hast my word. 
That when from the depths, thy voice was heard, 

At thy command, my viewless band— > 
Of elements, should to strife be stirr'd : 
Thou'lt not relent ? then their doom is cast ; 
Come forth from your cave, each winged blast, 

Gather around ye clouds profound. 

Roll ye thunders ! loudly roll. 

Ye lightnings ! flash from pole, to pole, 
Descend ye rain ! ye hail ! ye sleet ! 
In a commingling torrent meet." 

" Brother ! 'tis done, farewell ! farewell ! 
Let thy Ocean-Maidens wake the shell. 
And sweep the string, as they sweetly sing, 
A solemn dirge for the departed. 
And a requiem wild for the broken-hearted ; 
For those, whose sight they will greet no more, 
Who await their return on their native shore." 
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THE DIRGE. 



" Mourn for the braye ! who beneath the blue w^ye, 
In the cold arms of death lie sleeping ; 

Drop a pitying tear, on their briny bier, 
Where the waters are placidly creeping ; 

They hare passed away, from the light of day, 
And now we our rigUs are keeping 

Orer their bodies, sostiflf and stark, 

In the fathomless depths, of the Ocean dark." 

** Mourn for the true ! of a pale ghastly hue, 
Are those faces with health lately glowing ; 

Where the full warm flood, of generous blood, 
Its rich roseate tints was throwing; 

Quench'd is the light, of those eyes so bright, 
Late with manly feelings o'er-flowing ; 

With them life's troubles, and joys are o'er, 

Ne'er pleasure, or grief, will their hearts move more." 

I 

i' Mourn for the bold ! who had they beefl told. 

That death on the billow was riding. 
Had the danger dared, in no-wise scared. 

At the tempest's furious chiding ; 
Who fearless and &ee, o'er the raging sea, 

Sail'd on, the rude strife deriding : 
And- mourn i oh mourn t for the widow'd wife ! 

Mourn I mourn 1 for the loverless maid ! 
Who striken with sorrow, and weary of life^ 

Full soon will lie 'neath the yew-tree's 8hade> 
Calm be their rest, in the land of the Blest 
May their spirts meet, in communion sweet." 

D 



M THE OCEA.y QUBBN. 

THB SBAwKING. 



** Thoii'rt mine 1 lliou'rt mine ! the 9ca-King*8 Bride ! 

And far! far ! down, 'neath the briny tide. 

Fairest of mortals ! I bear thee away, 

O'er those boundless realms to hold regal sway, 

Where the billows are hnsh'd, and no rude blasts rave^ 

But peaceful and calm, flows tlie limpid wave, 

Soothing to rest, with its murmuring fells. 

As it sighs throt^h these Tast, adamantine halls.* ^ 

'* Where nought, s^ye it's undulating; swell, 
And the musical notes of the TiIIoa's shell, 
With the melody rich, of the Syren's soi^, 
Is heard these bowers of stone amon^ \ 
Where in mingled swei^tn^ss a^uz^d do float 
Each cadence soft, ftnd each dulcet i^ote* 
Which the echoes from far, return a^;ain, 
'Till vibrates a^d thrills,, $}l\ the sleeping main." 



** I gazed *on those lustrous eyes so bright. 

As you stood on ihe dedc, in the clear moonolight. 

And I said ** that Maiden my Bride must be," 

And I called on tke 8torm-Ood ! (my Brother is he :) 

The Bark rode well, and the Ba»k isail'd Ikkst, 

But rent were hersuis, by the howling blast, 

The lightning's flame 3mu9 ewwrapt her rotmd. 

And her onw are cngulplied, in the ^epChs profbuttd. 



•t 



" Oh ! little you tkottglit, as yon gftced tm the deep. 
Then plaoid vaA calm as fib infant asleep, 
As you leant o^erthe Ocean, immersed in thought, 
' hundreds tf beings that look 'was fraught-* 



With death, and destntctipn, that there was One 
Who returned that look, and who gazed upon 
Thy lovely face, 'till through all his frame. 
Like liquid fire, shot love's quenchless flame.'* 



" Daughter of earth ! with the rich-flowing hair. 
Let not the whirl of the waters scare 
Thy spirit, with me thou'rt safe from harm, 
See love ! I stretch but my powerful arm, 
And the waves retire, for I am their King, 
And thou art to them, as a sacred thing, 
Being cherished by me, whose will is their law, 
Of whose slightest word, do they stand in awe. '* 

'' Oh beautiAil Mental ! Mrhy pale is thy cheek f 
Thou creature So lovely, so fragile, a&d weak. 
Re-open those eyes, let thy joy-giving glance. 
The soul of the King of the Ocean ! enttatfce; 
Thou seem'st as tho' life from thy bosom had fled, 
Look up love ! be comforted, banish thy dread, 
Fear not, though around thee the billows do ravd. 
They all are my subjects, and I am thy Shkve.'^ 

** List ! list ! to those sounds so thrilling and sweet, 
As they rise from the depths of my calm retreat. 
Now faintly they steal on the list'ning ear 
As lost in the distance ; now loudly and clear 
Swells the full chorus, and now can I trace 
The words, 'tis thy welcome to that blissful place, 
Where Nymphs, and Tritons, join ia the strain, 
And hail thee " Queea of the mighty main V* 

o3 
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CHORUS OF WATER SPIRITS. 



" Hail ! hail ! to thee ! Ocean Queen ! 

Welcome to our peaceful home. 
Where many a sparry grot is seen. 

And many a stately dome, 
Hung round with glittering stalactites, 

Which fling their rays afar, 
Bright as the glancing Nothem-Lights 

On the beams of the Evening-Star ! 
For thee awaits the ivory throne, 

Beneath the coral-bowers, 
And the secret tyring-room, bestrewn—' 

With gems, and Ocean-Flowers ; 
For thee, is spread the couch of pearl. 

With down from the Petreors breast, 
And the skin of the Polar-Bear to enfurl<«- 

Thy form, when thou takest thy rest : 
And precious stones, are gathered there, 

The spoils of many a founder'd Bark, 
The Topas, and the Emerald rare. 

The Ruby rich and dark ; 
The Sapphire, and the Amethyst, 

The Diamond bright and clear, 
As the ripplet's crest by the sun-beam kist. 

Or a Maiden's crystal tear ; 
Thy Car of Tortoise-shell, on wheels — 

Of burnished gold, awaits thy will. 
To bear thee where the deep conceals, 

Scenes which with awe the gazer fill ; 
To these vast regions submarine, 

Where all thou meetest are thy slaves, 
Welcome 1 bright and beauteous Queen ! 
'leome ! to our gem-Ut Caves.** 
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THE MAIDEN. 



" Oh ! I hare had a fearful dream ! 

MethoTight I stood upon the deck ! 
Of a gallant yessel ! which did seem, 

As (in the waste) a moving speck ; 
Methoug^t the night was sweetly calm. 

The moon-beams on the waters slept. 
And o'er my spirit, like a balm, 

A train of soothing feelings crept ; 
I gazed upon the azure sky, 

I gazed upon the deep ! deep, sea! 
'Till all the founts of memory*^ 

Were ope'd, and tears flowed fast and fre« 
For in the cloudless blue serene, 

(Whose bounds I vainly sought to trace,) 
Was many afom of brightness seen. 

And many a well-remembered face ; 
My Mother's glance of tenderness, 

Beam'd forth from out the starry height, 
My infant Sister there did bless— 

With her sweet smile, my eager sight : 
And many a voice, now hushed in death. 
Was floating on the gale's soft breath." 

" And in the blue unruffled main, 

Did cheating fancy give to view, 
The sun-lit hills, the smiling plain, 
Dotted with fields of yellow grain, 

Which glanced the waters through ; 
The village church, the wood-crowned steep, 
^ The copse, the streamlet, bright and clear. 
Which through the flowery meads does cree] 
Where o'er it bending willows weep, 



And then upon mine ear, 
Come stealing soft the Sabbath-chime, 

And onee again those paths I trod, 
O'er irhich my Mother many a time — 

Has led me to the house of God !" 



** And then gnshed fbrtli 0ponts«esiii^, 

A lay of those happy hours, 
When I strayed in Hioiq^iless iniiBey, 

Amid fields, and fragrant Hvwen ; 
1 sang of a Cottage trhere did twine, 
The Jesmin sweet, and E^^antine, 
O'er whose trellets'd walls, wreathed the ehisfring vine ; 

That peaceful Cot was ours : 
Oft in whose garden walks I siray'd. 
And with my young companions phiy'd, 
With shout, and song, did bound along, 

Or rested 'neath the vernal bowers." 



** And t saiig of One ! whose infont hfie. 
Was radiant with each cherub grace, 
Whose prattling Toice, and happy smile. 
Could ever of its care beguile 
My breael, and hiil each troublous thon^t, 
ti was with innocence so firaught ; 
Who withered like a flower away, 
Depctt«d the gladsome light of day, 
Whenahel ^ wheee matenial breast, 
liiMli «hilfiih gtieC was soothed to rest, 

lUK ' >OTy dij^pUy— 
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That placid brow, that eye so mild, 
Up^turn'd in solemn earnestness 
As she did call on God to bless — 

(From her death bed,) her darling cliild !" 

" I sang, and yet I knew iiot why, 

Save that it se0mo<jl to ease my hea4 
Of sorrows bitter agony, 

That e'er-enduring smart; 
But as these yisions filled wy ibittd» 

The tide of grief became too stioog 
For utterance, and upan the wind, 

In murmurs died aw^ my song ; 
I thought upon my loi^ebf fate, 

Without a home, without a friend 
To whom I could my anguish state. 

Or who would consolation lend ; 
I longed for human sympathy, 

A breast whereon I could repose 
My head, and listen to the sigh, 

Which pity gives to other's woes. 



31 



It 



** As thus I wept, methought fr diadige« 

All sudde^ came o'er the scene. 
Dense clouds across the sky did range. 

The Sea no longer slept sereiie» 
But covered o'er with fleecy foam. 
In volumes vast did onward come ; 
The sails were torn ft<m off the mast. 

Ere lowered they could bo, or furl'd, 
The seamen by the howling blast. 

Into the black abyss weie huri'd." 
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** I sank upon my knees in prayer, 

And then there came a crash, 
Reverberating through the air, 
Followed by shrieks of dire despair. 

As did a dazzling flash— 
Of lightning, wrap the ship in flame, 

The bolts were riven from the deck. 

And the split-spars with all their wreck — 
Of cordage downward came ; 

The pitchy timbers quickly caught. 

By fear, to desperation wrought, 

I plunged into the Ocean black ; 
Then came a whirl, a deaf ning roar, 

A gasping, struggling for breath. 
Then all was still, as life were o'er. 

As though I slept in death !" 

" And oh ! how changed was then my dream ! 

Methought that far ! far ! down I went. 
And One ! whose God-like eyes did seem, 

In fondness on me bent, 
Bore me within his circling arms, 
And in a voice as rich, and full, 
As musical as is the bell, 
Which on the evening breeze does swell, 
When twilight steals upon the vale, 
And wakes the tuneful nightingale. 
To rest my tremblings did lull, 
And soothed my dire alarms ; 
Then mingling sweetly with those tones. 

There came a softer melody. 
Like music from, the starry zones, 
A wild unearthly minstrelsy:*' 
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* E*en now I hear that thrilling strain, 

Tell me where am I ? was it ngt 
A dream ! delusion of my brain ! 

Surely this gem-bespangled grot. 
These yellow sands, this couch of pearl. 

Are unreal fancies of the mind ? 
Those plants-aquatic, which unfurl 

Their crimson folds, as on the wind 
Float banners in a battle field. 

Those waving tufts of every hue, 
Like flowers upon an upland lea, 
Hidden in part, in part reveal' d. 

Beneath the wave so clear, and blue ; 
It cannot, oh ! it cannot be, 
Aught but a dream ! a lovely dream ! 
How beautiful do all things seem." 



"And yet that form! which o'er me bends, 
Those radiant eyes ! which on m© beam, 
Whose looks with tenderness do teem, 

Conviction to my spirit sends, 
That he ! at least, is not unreal, 

* not creative fancy's child, 
h ! do not from me aught conceal, 
^«« me 'tis not a vision wUd! 

y^hich my aenses arebeguUed; 

An tinsubstantial phantasy ! 

Wli "r^*^ O'er the hours of sleep, 
en every faculty in deep— 

A scene or ^^**^«* ^^®* ^®' 
SuTla^^^^^ imaginings, 
Whiclt ,-^,^^^»iglit hour oft brings, 

returning mom wUl fly'*' 
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** And those bright forms ! which glide around; 
l*heir hair in golden fillets bound. 
With glistening eyes, and snowy breast, 
The scaly coat which does invest— 

Their bodies, brightly gleams. 
As does the mountain torrent's crest, 
When sinking in the shadowy west. 

The sun's last gorgeous beams, 
Upon the spray, do sweetly play. 
And all the rainbow's tints display : 
They hail me Queen ! of the Ocean green, 

And fain would I the tale believei 
But all delusion 'tis I ween, 

And waking up,*how shall I grieve. 
To find those visions bright have fied ; 
That I the world's dull path must tread." 

" And who is she ! who sits apait» 

Within yon coral grove ? 
Whose syren song does cause the hear^ 

To c^ow with bliss, and love;. 
Her flowing hair, her Bhouldexa4)arev 

Seem foim'd but to alhve*-^ 
The unwary mortal, who would daia 

To gaie or listen— «ire 
'Twas such as she ! of whom we'xQ told 
In legends of the times of dd. 

Haunting the lonely lake,. 
Or rock-bound coast, an^witii hdr song^ 
(Which sweetly swept, thd gale along) 

The infatuated did ensnare, • 

His friends, and Undind,. tp fpnftkfi 
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To plunge with her the waves beneath, 
That deep, dark place of certain death, 
And uiiseen perish there." 



" And those strange shapes but dimly seen, 
The branching coral-boughs between, 
Like warriors in rich mail array'd, 
Where bumisrhed scale, on scale is laid. 

And on each head a diadem, 

Studied with many a lustrous gem ; 
And in each hand display'd 

A sounding shell, of curious fomt. 
From whence deep innotations springs 
Which far around the echoev fting, 
As they in blended harmony, 
A soul-inspiring symphony, 

With magic skill perform.' 



»» 



" Their snake-lilf^e looks, so long. anA hlftok. 
Now flow supinely down «ach baokj 
Now curl and writhe «a.^ughfor atttfii<*r- 
They rouded themselves, endued. wi4h life* 
Or else, as though a stptmi-* ^ 
(Such as on land does oft defionn 

The scene, up;^ooti]^g Ibrest^tsoesi. 
And spreading havoc through the vale. 

When, are the wjiisp'xings of the htwae, 
Changed for the howliiigB of tfte. giile. 

Which wildly waves, Que meadoiw^graas, 
A.nd slender sedge, on the streamlets edge) 

Did sweeping o*er them pass.'* 
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" What ! silent stm ? oh! Spirit teU« 

If I did hear aright ? 
And am I then, for aye to dwell. 

Amid these scenes so bright ? 
And are these treasures really mine ? 

These shining ornaments of gold ? 
These rifled stores of Golcond's mine ? 

So radiant to behold ; 
These white and glistening Pearls with which 

To deck my hair, what all my own ? 
These many tinted Opals rich. 

To bind around my zone ? 
You nod assent, but speak not; say-— 

If thou art he who on that night. 
Of odour-breathing balmy May, 

Did in persuasive tones inyite. 

Me, my fate with thine to unite ; 
Who sang that sweet seductive lay. 

Which on the air came softly sweeping, 

Over the Ocean calmly sleeping, 
And in the forest died away. 
Methinks as I my memory task, 

That faithful it retains each word, 

Which on that bahny night I heard, 
Thou'lt not refuse what now I ask ; 

If thou art really, truly he ! 

Oh ! sing again that song to me." 

A smile like a Summer sun-beam play'd 
O'er the face of the Ocean-King ! 

And he fondly gazed on the blushing Maid, 
As (answering) tlius ! did he sing. 
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THE SEA-KING. 



" Dearest ! I mar&'d thee on that stilly eve, 
Enwrapt in melancholy musings, straying, 

As though thou o'er departed joys didst grieve, 
The night breeze through thy golden tresses playing ; 

I gazed upon thy face, thine up-tumed eye 
With mild angelic purity so beaming, 

And then I sang to thee, this melody. 

That we should meet again, but little deeming." 

'* Oh 1 come to the sand, the golden sand, 

And dance in the merry moon-lig^t, 
Come join our band, our fairy band, 

Come love ! to thy Water Sprite ! 
To the purple groves, where the Gold-fish roves, 

Far down in the deep ! deep sea ! 
I'll bear thee away, thro' the glittering spray, 

In my Nautilus-shell so free.' 



t* 



' Oh ! thou shalt^e Queen ! of the waters green ! 

Of pearls shall thy throne be formed ; 
And thy hall of state, with its crystal gate, 

Shall with jewels rare be adom'd ; 
And Sea-Nymphs fair, shall deck thy hair, 

With gems, of such radiance bright. 
That the waves shall glow, which around thee flow 

Like a flood of liquid light." 

** The Dolphin so gay, shallthere display, 

His rainbow tints to thy sights 
And the Syren's note, shall in melody float, 

And soothe thee to slumber at night ; 
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The Triton*8-car, sh&ll bear thee ahr, 
Thro' our submarine beattthsB to roam, 

And yoked for thee, shall the Sea-horse be, 
Would'st thott visit thy earthly home." 

*' Oh 1 think not the earth, can alone giye birth, 

To fruitful nature's gifts, 
Or that blade of green, is never seen, 

Deep where the Ocean drifts ; 
For we have flowers, SJkd blooming bowen, 

Which can vie with those on land. 
And plants which grow, t^ere the waters flow. 

O'er a gem-bespaii|2ied aaad." 

<* The crimson sheen, of die Dul9e is seen 

To blush through the clear l^ue wave, 
With the leaves bet^ireen, of the Fla^ so green. 

Where the waters, the spuige-banks lave ; 
And the beautiful hue, of the Sea-flowers blue. 

As they over the coral-groves bend. 
Shed a .halo of light, like ike stars 0*. night. 

And a lustrous radiance lend." 

'' From the world so rife, with sorrow and strife. 

Fly, and with me join hands. 
And we'll foot it light, m the niooii*beains bright. 

On the epax!{liQg golden sands ; 
Together we'll rove, thro' each coral-grove. 

And each glittering cave explore. 
Queen ! shalt thou be, of the deep ^ deep lea ! 

Come love to the mopn-Ut shore." 
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TUB ITAIBEN. 



<* It ifl ! it Ib ! the same tu^ voice, 
Fraught with peimiaaire eloquence, 

Which bade my spirit theft rejoice, 
And wrapt in listening everjr eense ; 

The same the words, the melody, 
Now rising loud, and ringing wide 
As the clear trumpet strains which ride 
Upon the gale ; now sinking low 
As modulations soft, which flow. 
When in Italians sunny dime, 
The singer to his lute keeps time. 
And serenades his lady love, 
While bright the stars flash out above 

In the clear and cloudless sky.*' 



« 



Yes ! I will come to the golden sands f 

And I will dance in the merry moon-light ! 
With thee ! for ever will join hands, 

My loved ! my own loved ! Water Sprite ! 
Earth has no fairy scenes like these. 

So glittering, so beautiful, 
So redolent of sounds which please, 

And every wild emotion lull ; 
I thought it bright, when I was young. 

And loved to bound the meads along,] 
Or sit where boughs their shadow flimijj, 

And listen to the Sky-Lark's song, 
I loved — ^but why should I prolon^- 

Remembrances which yield but pain f 
Spirit ! I'll dwell with thee among— 

The caverns of the mighty Main !" 
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CONCLUDING CHORUS. 



*' In earthly bowers she sings no more, 
No more does by the streamlet roam, 

Or wanders on the pebbly shore. 
The boundless deep is now her home, 
Where nought of earthly grief can come. 

No clouds of sorrow, or distress, 
To chill the feelings, or to numb 

The heart, but all is happiness." 

'* No more she mournful vigil keeps. 

Or like a lily bends her head. 
No more with pearly tears she steeps 

The grave of the beloved dead ; 

For consolation's balm is shed 
Upon her heart, and now her cheek 

Again is glowing, and her tread 
The lightness of that heart does speak.'* 

** No more are dimm'd those lustrous eyes, 

But beams which admiration tell. 
Break forth, as viewing with surprise, 

Each wond'rous dome ! and sparry cell ! 

Ajid here for ever will she dwell, 
The Ocean-King's delight ! and pride, ! 

Sweep ! sweep ! the strings, and sound the shell, 
In honour of our Monarch's Bride ! 



^»#.^ 



THE ROVER, 

A FRAGMENT. 



ALONE on the Poop stood a noble form ! 
And proudly he smiled, as the howling storm 
Pour'd its fury around, in terrible might, 
And the lightning's gleam shed a lurid light, 
At intervals playing, with dazzling flash, 
While the thunder rolPd with an awful crash : 
The ocean was lash'd to a sheet of froth, 
Where the Storm-spirit swept in his furious wrath ; 
And the rushing-surge, as up-rose each wave, 
Appear'd with its foam the black-clouds to lare. 
Which answering, sent forth a sleety fall. 
And hung o'er the scene like a fimeral pall. 

His dark hair, heavy with briny spray, 

Flow'd his shoulders o'er, and the glittering play 

Of his eagle-eye, as he glanc'd around. 

Now reveal' df now hid in the gloom profound, 

Flash' d, as though with the fire of insanity rife» 

And his voice arose 'mid the element's strife : 

The lawless crew, from the deck below, 

In the chorus join'd, now sinking low, 

Now rising loud, as the blast swept o'er, 

And far on its pinions the wild strains bore : 

These were the words of the Rover's song, 

As his gallant ship dash'd, the rough-billows among. 
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" Merrily onward bounds our Bark ! 
Through the foaming ocean's billows dark. 

With the speed t)f Uie Sea-Mew driven ; 
And her cordage strains, as the creaking mast, 
Bends to the furious northern-blast, 

While to shreds is the canvass riven." 

" Now on a mountainous wave we rise, 
•Till our tall-spars seem to threat the skies, 

Now in a deep abyss we sink, 
Whpre not a ray, the gloom does light. 
But all is dark, as blackest night. 

Or Pandemonium's brink !^* 

** Bold Rovers are we, of the mighty deep ! 
The storm may howl, and the winds may sweep, 

And the thunders roll around ; 
We heed them not, and our fearless laugh. 
As the spicy bowl we gaily quaff, 

Rises shrill o'er the tempest's sound." 

" With hearts inured to scenes of blood, 
We long have roved the briny flood. 

And all pursuit defied ; 
Buoyant and li^^t, our gallant Bark ! 
Swift as the all-deYouring Shark, 

Bounds on o'er the rushing tide." 

He ceased, as a ilash through the misty ha2e. 
Broke faint as a taper's flickering blaze, 
And the scarce-heard sound, of a signal-gun, 
Telling of havoc, and shipwireck done 
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By the raging storm, on die waters drear, 

Was heavily borne to his practiced car : 

He doubtfully Usten'd, so faint the sound, 

By the crash of the warring elements drown*d, 

And a searching glance through the gloom he cast, 

When the well-known " sail ho ! " was heard from the mast 

> 

Dispelling his doubts, " what direction ?" he cried, 
" Here away to the south'ard," the watch replied, 
" She is right in our course, and a wreck appears," 
His answer was hail'd with exulting cheers, 
By the crew, on hopes of spoil intent, 
And anxious all eyes to the spot were bent. 

The lightning's flash had ceased to play. 

The winds had sunk to their caverns away, 

And borne on their wings, each muxky cloud. 

Which the moon's clear ray did darkly shroud, 

And now could be seen by her waning light. 

As it play'd o'er the .waste, with a radiance bright, 

Dismasted, and shatter'd, a driving wreck, 

As she helplessly roUM on her watery track ; 

Loud, and more loud, the reports now grew, 

And gleaming aloft the signals blue. 

Shoot up from the deep, like meteors dire, 

O'er the mariner's grave, which flash and expire ! 

While amid the momentary lull 

Of the storm, as rose on the waves her hull, 

Might be heard the shrieks of dire despair. 

Sounding fearfully shrill, on the now calm air : 

The foam-crested billows still rose and fell, 

As when riven by sorrow, the human breast 
Does heave, and throb ; but the wild winds yeU, 

And the loll of the thunder, had sunk to rest. 

b2 



52 THE aOTEB. 

He gave the word, " lay all aback ! 
And prepare to board as we near the wreck ;" 
" Ay ! ay !" was the seamen's prompt reply, 
And eagerly up the shrouds they fly, 
With nimble speed to the giddy height, 
When burst forth a flash as noon-day bright. 
And the storm (like a giant refreshed by sleep) 
0*er the foaming surges again did sweep ; 
With ten-fold vigour the northern-blast, 
Came howling forth from its caverns vast. 
While down in a torrent, the thick rain dash'd. 
And from pole to pole, the thunder crash'd. 
The close-reefd sail, from the mast was torn. 
And far on the wings of the fierce-gale borne ; 
The moon's pale beam no more is seen. 
For the masses of vapour which intervene. 

His quick eye had noted the coming clouds. 

As the men were ascending the slippery shrouds, 

But scarce had he time the warning to give, 

«* Down ! quickly down ! every one that would live" 

When with sounds, like the laughter of Demons hoarse^ 

It onward swept, with terrific force : 

Each top-spar bent like a willow-slip. 

When its fury fell on the gallant ship. 

And she staggering, reel'd like a drunken man, 

While the whelming tide from her scuppers ran; 

But soon buoyantly rising, her way she held, 

And the dashing waves with her prow repell'd ; 

Vain now were all efforts her speed to stay, 

As madly she sped through the flying spray, 

The useless helm, her course no longer turns, 

And each attempt to check, or guide she spurns: 
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As madly flying across the plain, 

With flashing eye, and streaming mane, 

The steed, with loTe of freedom fired. 

Of tyrant man's proud sway grown tired, 

Heeds not the beetling crag before, 

Which hangs aboye the ocean's roar, 

But madly rushes to his fate. 

Nor danger sees until too late ; 

So furious does the yessel driye, 

In yain ihe crew with ardour striye. 

To change, or check, her headlong course. 

Urged by the storm's resistless force, 

Pirect on the stranger ship they're sent. 

As though upon destruction bent : 

Enyeloped in mist like a spirit of ni^t, 

Driyenon through the gloom, with the speed of light, 

While her labouring hull, with the angry press 

Of the waves, utters groans, as of deep distress. 

And now from the deek« wild sounds arise 
Of tumult, and horrible blasphemies. 
Are shouted forth by those desperate men. 
Who see their last hour approaching, when 
The deeds of blood before them stand, 
And at them points the ayenging hand ; 
They who so late their Crod defied. 
And scoflTd at his power, with daring pride. 
Now groyelling kneel, and vainly pray, 
That He ! will the raging tempest stay ; 
Some steep their souls in maddening drink, 
'Till senseless on the deck they sink, 
And raiise the horror-filling cry 
Of frantic imbecility. 
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No sign of fear was on the Rover's brow. 

He had a spirit much too proud to bow, 

A soul where once the virtues dwelt, which yeam'd 

With love to all mankind, now sadly tum'd 

To hatred, most unquenchable, and dire. 

Which raged within him like consuming fire ; 

Much had he trusted, much had been deceived, 

By villainy of all his joys bereaved. 

Branded with infamy, thrust forth to roam, 

An outcast from his loved, his native home ! 

That home ! endeared by many a holy tie. 

His very name ! which once stood proudly high. 

His countryman among, now made a mark 

For scorn to point at, crimes most foul, and dark. 

Were charged to hloi, how falsely they wdl knew. 

Who- thus conspired, againet a man mbst true, 

Most faithftd, just, a man whose noble mind, 

Ne'er coneeived aught, but what was right,, and kind 

T'wards hisfeUows, 'till base ingratitude. 

Changed all hi» nalure, then in tiger mood. 

With all the fiercer passions roused, he swore . 

A deep retaliation for the wroags he bore. 

He kept his oftth, since then his life had past, 

'Mid scenes of blood-shed on the ocean vast. 

With mien which seeni'd the power of death to mock. 

He stood awaiting the decbrvp shock, 

A smile of scorn upon his feature* play 'd. 

As shriek'd the crew, by terror all disma^d j 

" Cowards" he murmur'd, and his proud lip curl'd. 

While angry waves their foam around him huil'd, 

" Poor dastard spirits ! meanly thus to crav^, 

A respite from the trouble-ending grave. 
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Better, far better, thus amid the press 
Of elements, to perish masterless. 
Here to resign, unheard, unseen, your breath. 
Than on the hind to die a felon's death. 
By shouting, ezecatating thousands view'd, 
Abhor'd, as deep in blood, and Crimea imbrued ; 
What hope have ye for mercy, who have braved* 
With no incitement, but a mind depraved. 
The wrath of Him ! whose help ye now implore ? 
Think ye that He ! wiU stay the tempest's xofut. 
And cahn, bepanse ye ask, the whelming Ude, 
Will bid it peaoefully, and smoothly glide. 
That ye may still puzsoe your Uwlep^ cou^r^j 
Of rapine, blood-ehed, and destructive f^etree ? 
Oh, no ! then bravely meet your appro^chilis ^id. 
And not thus cowardly, in suppUance beiid.' " 

" For me ! I care not, come death when he may, 

I knew 'twould end in this, that I must pay 

The price of my misdeeds, revenge I ask'd. 

And to obtain it, every nerve I task'd 1 

There was a time, when like a fool i I thought. 

That man's heart, was with truth, and kindness fraught| 

That vows of love, and friendship, were sincere ; 

Then, down my c^eck would steal soft pity's tear 

At other'f woes, sooa was I undeceived. 

Those I assisted, for whose griefs I grieved, 

For whom unlock'd was all my secret store, 

Who shared my riches, and who ever bore 

A part in every scheme of future joy, 

Whose love for me, I deem'd without alloy; 

Who at my table sat, and ever found 

A wekome 'neath my roof the seaQons round. 
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Who with the fleipent's fiend-like ! devilish ! gmle^ 
Returned my unsuspecting, friendly smile. 
And TOw'd,,as to my health the cup they dzain'd, 
That my prosperity, while life remain'd, 
Would ever be their first, most earnest prayer I 
(That hearts so blaek, should outward seem so fair,) 
Who fawned upon me, even while they plan*d 
The plot, which droye me firom my native land*** 

*'They swore that I was leagued with foreign foes. 
To break once more, the peaceful, blest repose, 
In which my country rested from her toils, 
Harrass'd, and torn so long, by cItU broils; 
That I ! whose ancestors haye oyer stood 
Foremost of her defenders, when the flood 
Of devastating war was pour'd around, 
And by the helm of state, e'er kept their ground. 
When bufietted and worn, by tempest's tost. 
But for their aid, the vessel had been lost; 
And when gaunt-famine stalk'd throughout the land. 
Gave forth their treasures, with no sparing hand, 
To aid her exhausted coffers, and to hold 
Within the bounds of due restraint, the bold, 
And famish'd peasantry, who sorely tried. 
Had not their exigencies been supplied. 
Would (goaded on by hunger's gnawing pain,) 
Have snapped the bonds of civil power in twain : 
Then had proud palaces, and cities blazed, 
Which now rear high their heads, and fled amazed 
All social order, vain's the attempt to trace. 
The end of so destructive, dire a race. 
For easier 'tis to stay the torrent's course, 
And bid it peaceful glide, than lawless force.' 
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<< And yet were all these benefits conferr'd, 

Foigotten by the Senate, and a word ; 

With nought bi^t blackest pequry, for proof. 

Was deem'd sufficient ; Mercy ! held aloof, 

And Justice ! when the sentence was nnroU'd, 

Did veil her face, unwilling to behold 

Such flagrant Tiolation of her laws ; 

I ask'd but leaTe to plead my injured cause. 

But no t e'en that was unto me denied. 

For among those of senatorial pride. 

Were my accusers, men who shared the spoils. 

When thus I fell a Yictim in their toils. 

Who fatten'd on the plunder, and who dared 

To call on God to witness, they but shared 

A traitor*s! wealth, most justly forfeited. 

For crimes, which well they knew, I neyer did, 

Conceiye against my country, that my breast. 

Ne'er harbour'd thought, but what for her was best. 
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" They droTe me forth a^houseless ftigitive. 

Exiled from all for which I cared to lire. 

And deem'd (no doubt) that they should ne'er agun 

Behold this iS&ce, that I should e'en restrain 

My vengelul ann, and that with spirit meek, 

A peaceful graye on foreign shores I'd seek : 

Little they knew me, who could thus sumuse, 

We met again, but in far different guise. 

Him ! they had driyen forth, and only known 

By attributes of mildness, who had grown 

From boyhood up, at peace with all mankind. 

Who ne'er in scenes of strife, could pleasure find. 

But pass'd his life in gaiety and ease. 

Thus branded by their foul, unjust decrees, 
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Returned a Tiger ! roaring for his prey» 

While havoc, and dettraciion» xnaxked his vny ; 

A change came o'er my spirit, and I felt. 

As though undying-fire within me dwdt. 

Which in my breast a fierce revulsion wrou^ty 

Consuming eyery soft, and gentle thought ; 

One wild desire, there raged wiUioat contronl. 

And with its influence inflamed my soul ; 

It came upon me like a withering-blight, 

No peace I knew by day»-— no rest by nij^, 

The wish for retribution, and redress. 

Did all my mind's best energies possess. 

All other thoughts, in that desire were merged, 

Hopes I fears ! I knew them not, but onward urgea« 

To gratify that passion, would haye dived 

To fiery gulphs below,- oh t how I striyed. 

Each power I task'd, and every nerve did strais^ 

To be revenged, nor were my efibrts vain.** 

" When I again did greettheir wondering-eyes. 
It was with sterner aspect, then wild cries. 
And yells of retribution! fierce were heard, 
And " slay and spare not" was the dreadful word; 
They knew me then ! as waving high the brand, 
I burst upon them with my Pirate-band ; 
When mirth, and revelry, was at its height, 
When music, and the wine-cup, sparkling bright. 
And lovely woman's soul-bewitching smile. 
Conspired the passing momenta to beguile 
Of every care, the wings of time to gild ; 
When every breast with gaiety Was fill'd. 
They hurried were firom life, to darksome-death, 
4s though swept off by the Sirocco's breath !" 
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" High blaied the pile ! the burning rafters fell» 
Our wild shouts echo'd forth their funeral-luiell ; 
Vain to escape they strove, and back were thrust. 
To perish 'mid the flames, which round them burst ; 
In vain to me for mercy I did they crave, 
I spumed them from me, and my reeking glave 
Drank eagerly their blood, with what delight. 
What stem, what savage joy, I viewed that night 
The awful scene, and shouted in their ears, 
My name ! thus adding to their guilty fears." 
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They feasted in my own Ancestral- Halls ! 
And found a bloody grave beneath the walls. 
Little they de6m*d the festive scene te mar, 
That I ! — (whom 'twas supposed, in lands afar 
Dragged out in penury, and want my life) 
Would meet them there, my soul with fury rife. 
Would break upon them thus, to bum and slay. 
My wrc^ngs ! with usury, to back repay : 
They met a welcome they expected not, 
Well chosen for my purpose was the spot. 
And nought but blacken'd ruins now do tell, 
Where in one grave, those proud oppressors fell, 
And long a monument may they remain, 
Of retributive justice on the plain. 
Where those may read (who for the lust of power, 
Or love of wealth, could in one fleeting hour, 
Deprive a fellow-creature of each boon. 
Which rendered life of value, who so soon 
Gould turn upon a tmsting heart, and rend. 
One who had proved himself, their faithful friend f) 
That when theyleasi expect it, vengeance ! deep 
Will overwhelm them, in its fatal sweep." 
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*' Still did I feel my vengeance mcomplete, 

For at that board, there waa one vacant seat, 

iUonzo Monti I came not to the feast 

And well for him 1 he came not, he ! the least 

Of any of the party, I had thought. 

My ruin and destruction, could have sought, 

For he it was, who far above the rest, 

My trusting love, and confidence possess'd ; 

My house, my all, were e'er at his command. 

Each thought as it arose, by him was scann'd, 

No secret had I, which he did not share, 

I sympathized with him in every care ; 

Favours I heap'd upon his worthless head. 

Nor could I credit, 'tUl the shaft was sped, 

And all his villainy reveal'd, that he ! 

Was foremost in the foul conspiracy ; 

He dared not trust himself beneath that roof, 

Where every object would have spoke reproof, 

Have called to mind, his vows, and broken oaths, 

The specious traitor ! how my spirit loathes 

His very name, since then by ni^t, and day, 

I've tracked him, as the blood-hound tracks his prey, 

But hitherto he has escaped my speed. 

And flies ! well knowing 'tis at utmost need !" 

" And must he then escape ? and must I die. 
Before my work is done ? a fool am I, 
To stand thus idly pouring forth my tale, 
Of wrongs, and retribution on the gale ; 
A chance of safety, there may yet exist. 
The stranger-ship is hidden in the mist, 
And yet methinks, far off she cannot be. 
Surely 'tis possible," thus saying he 
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i% deck below, like lij^tning Bprang, 

Qdridijiti^. '^ despairing crew, then loudly rang 

^ii:ifc:- '^P ^^^ manly voice, as forth he gave 

liiK^'- * of encouragement, while every wave, 

Siiau - ^ ^*^' itiem broke, sent flying far on high, 

fjp,^ nesofbriny-spray, which to the eye, 

lia,^ ^ tling, and glancing, in the electric beam, 

f^ ,, it condensed returned unto the main, 

^ j^ • thickly-gushing mountain-streams did seem, 

I, . 'hose waters seek the level, verdant plain. 
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th every energy called into play, 
such as o'er their reason still held sway 
the fierce band, he now himself addrest, 
• cheering tones, and as he spake, each breast, 
/as lightened of its load of doubt, and gloom, 
or he was one I of daring deeds, on whom 
I'hey confidence reposed, and deem'd endow'd, 
iVith more than mortal powers, who ne'er had bow'd 
Or quailed amid the elemental strife. 
But seem'd so reckless ever of his life ; 
Who with a cheek unblenched, and brow serene. 
And eye which fiash'd defiance, they had seen 
Full often stand, by death ! encompassed round. 
In its most dreadful shapes, when did resound. 
The deaf *ning roar of cannon, timber^s crash. 
The play of musketry, the weapon's clash ; 
Whom all unmoved, and calm they had beheld, 
'Mid storms which had their boldest spirits quellM. 
Great is the power that man ! will e'er possess. 

O'er minds, however boisterous, and rude. 
Who in the hour of danger, and distress, 
Does act with vigour, and with promptitude. 
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A moment paiuing the dark scene to scan, 

His understanding glance, with quickness ran 

From stem to stem, and then was upward sent. 

Towards the topmast spars, which creak'd and bent, 

As in its fury swept the fierce blast o'er, 

Though not an inch of canvass then they bore ; 

" Bring me an axe," was now the prompt command, 

'Twas done, and with the weapon in his hand, 

He sprang into the mizen-chains, " stand by 

To cut !" he shouted forth, "when cut ! I cry" 

Then to the steersman, " does the ship obey 

Her helm ?" " no not an inch," " then cut away ! 

Work with a will, men ! work with hatchets ! knives ! 

Sever the tackle, quickly ! for your lives !" 

Soon his up-lifted axe, was hurried deep 

In the stout mast, once more on high did sweep. 

Once more it fell, when did a crash succeed. 

Snapping of cordage, and with headlong speed, 

Down came the ruin, o'er the vessel's side, 

And i^oon was lost amid the raging tide. 



" How is it now ?" "no better," "to the main! 

Follow my men," he cried, and once again 

Was the keen axe employ'd, the main-mast fell. 

No longer did the lighten'd ship rebel 

Against the guiding power, her head swung round. 

But 'twas too late, for now there came a sound, 

A dreadful warning cry, from out the gloom, 

" For God's sake, helm a lee ! give room ! give room ! 

And the next instant, as though on a rock 

The vessel dash'd, was felt a fearful shock ; 

Trembling through all her frame, she back recoil'd 

While the dark billows, round her foam'd and boil'd; 
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Again npon the opposing power did v^A, 
While through her liTen-planks the waters gnsh ; 
She fills ! and with a loud report like thunder, 
Her decks explode, she glides the ooean under ; 
The stranger shares her fate, and nought is left, 
(Save fragments by the dire concussion reft,) 

Of those achievements of man's skill and power. 
Which had "the battle and the breeze" defied, 

The work of years, destroy'd in one short hour, 
A humbling spectacle for human pride. 

Of hear six hundred souls, but two were saved, 

One was the Rover! he who late had braved. 

The tempest's utmost wrath, and 8coff*d at death ; 

Who willingly the lease of mortal breath. 

Which bound him here, had long ago resigned, 

But for one passion dark, which o'er his mind 

Reigned paramount,*— Rev^ige ! -*that gratified. 

He would himlself the mortal-coil divide : 

The mark of Gam! was stamp'd upon his brow, 

He was a murderer ! but disdained to bow 

His knee, to pray forgiveness for the sin, 

Pride ! damning Pride ! did steel his breast within ; 

Then Unbelief, and Scepticism came. 

And with influence fann'd the raging flame, 

Denying the existence of a state 

Of future happiness or misery; 
" He'd but obey'dthe dictates of his fate ! 

From whose decrees it were in vain to fly, 
His wrongs, desire for vengeance did create. 

Which 'twas ordain'd that he should gratify." 
These were his words, still did he cling to life 
Instinctively, amid the watery strife. 
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"LOTBDofmrHnil! o'er the now-cUd hai^ 

Of the SiemMeradK, the Qumn of night, 

li riding ia cloodlBM oukjMt;, 

In Uie inire vault of the star-gemm'd iky, 

BeiateouB, and bright, m a Poet'* drMm ! 

She cut! uound her aoR nlreiy beam, 

On dome ud mimrat doas glance. 

And thai gffrgutaa hu««, with her li^t enhance." 

" Lut '. loved of my loul ! to the Buibnl's aonf. 

Ab it lloBla in the gale, the boughs among 

Of the cjrpniB grovei, and the mjrtle bowen, 

Beneath the Alhambra'i princely tower* ; 

And the nuurmuring play, of tJie fmintt which fluk 

The moonbeamg back, and the distant clath 

Of the cymbals, riling Tiild and shrill. 

From the Darro's vale, on the air lo atai." 

"Haikl loved of my «oui ! farewell! ^temdi'. 

That tambour'i hollow lound doe* tdl. 



Upoa • pofftM «f Ike 
Wkkk acfAnte4 ftvM Ae 

As tlMMii^ witk luB. sB life kai pas'd avsy : 

And whm kefroM kis df tfc-likc tnaee «vQkft» 

Tile gnj davm ia te aisly wsi kid broke^ 

And thai it m kafint bccoM avare, 

Anotkcr koona ibai kis laft did skaie ; 

His eyes van dosed as tkoa|^ eavi^p'd in slaep» 

WMk stran^littf sa^s» aadrespiiationsdecpt 

Broke Ibitk at intervals, and it did seem, 

Tbat o'er kis mental vision pass'd a dream 

Of konid import, skndder'd all kis'firame* 

As ke nnconscioDsly pronoanoed a name ! 

Tke Rover started, gaxed npon kis hce^ 

And glowed kis psUid cheek, as ke did tiace*- 

Each weU-knovn lineament, " 'tis he, — *tis he !— 

My long-punned— ^my kated enemy ! 

Now vengeance ! thon art mine, what ho ! look np ! 

Alonzo ! 'tis thy friend ! the spaikling cop 

With wine is fill'd, the festive board is spread" 

Feeble and fidnt, the stranger raised his head. 

Terror was in his glance, then with a start 

He backward fell, as deep into his heart 

His foeman's dagger pierced the tide of gore 

Gush'd reeking forth, their prostrate bodies oVr; 

*Twa8 a last effort, by his victim's aide, 

Uttering a savage shout, the Rover sank! axxd died! 
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•* LOVBD of my soul ! o'er the snow-dad Ui^ 

Of the Siem Nevada, tha Queen of night» 

Is riding in cloudless majesty, 

In the azure vault of the star-gemm'd sky. 

Beauteous, and bright, as a Poet*s dream t 

She casts around her soft silvery beam, 

On dome and minaret does c^ce, 

And their gorgeous hues, with her light enhance.*' 

" List ! loved of my soul ! to the Bulbul's song. 
As it floats in the gale, the boughs among 
Of the Cyprus groves, and the myrtle bowers, 
Beneath the Alhambra's princely towers; 
And the murmuring play, of the founts which flash 
The moonbeams back, and the distant clash 
Of the cymbals, rising wild and shrill, 
From the Darro's vale, on the air so still." 

*' Hark ! loved of my soul ! farewell ! farewell ! 
That tambour's hollow sound does tell, 
That Afric's Warriors are array'd. 
The Prophet's standard! is display'd, 
And forth from Granada's portals vast, 
Our Arabs, like the whirlwind's blast,— 
Rush on the Camp of the Christian foe^ 
Farewell! to join in the combat I go," 

f 
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She followed him with outstretched aims, to whefe 

A steep declivity led downward to 

The City Gate, she saw him leap upon 

His Arab Barb, which an attendant held, 

Then wave on high his unsheathed scimiter, 

And then he shouted forth " I go to reap 

The gory harvest bf the battle field." 

He bore the Sacred Flag of green and gold, 

On which the Cresent, worked in brilliants, gleam' d 

Bright in the moon-beams, shedding a rich flood 

Of glory, o'er him and around him : 

Ten thousand voices rising on the air, 

Joined in the battle cry of " Allah hu !" 

Above the din, was heard the piercing strain 

Of silver trump, and cymbal's martial clash. 

While the deep gong, and tambour's hollow sound, 

Like thunder muttering amid a storm, 

In the wild gathering outcry bore their parts : 

The pride of Moslem chivalry was there. 

But he ! above them all conspicuous shone. 

For nobleness of mien ; she strains her sight, 

But now his waving plume no more is seen, 

He has emerged upon the plains beyond 

The sheltering City walls, and soon will join, 

In combat with thd steel-clad Knights of Arragon, 

And powers of proud Castile, their hated foes : 

Then blood will freely flow like mountain streams, 

Turning the Xenil's, and the Darro's waves, 

To hue incarnadine, and Death will ride 

Exultant o'er the dreadful scene of strife : 

Now sick at heart, she sinks upon her knees. 

And io tht throne of Allah lifts her voice. 
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"Oh! iUlah! Allah! gresteit of the gr^at, 
And mightiest of the mighty, unto whom ' 

Man is as dust, whose hand's the hand of ftite, 
Which sweeps whole nations to the silent tomb; 

'* To thee a maiden sorrow-stricken bends,. 

And prays for one ! to her than life mare dear ; 
As to thy footstool, her weak voice ascends, 

Oh ! turn to the request a listening sftr. 

'* Guard well my noble Lover in the fight. 
Be round him even as a sevenfold shield ! 

Endue his arm with superhuman might, . 
To drive our haughty foemen from the field. 

" The standard of thy Prophet-Son he bears. 
The symbol of our faith he rears on high, 

Trusting in thy right arm, each danger dares. 
And in that sacred cause would gladly die. 



" But spare him, save him, nor at one blow kill 
Two faithful worshippers, for were he dead ; 

Soon would each pulse of this fond heart be still. 
All hope of earthly joy would then be fled. 

" Yet oh ! forgive thy servant if too bold, 
And grant me strength, whatever thy will may be, 

In due restraint all murmurings to hold, 
And bow submissive te thy just decree." 
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' TwM thus %U pmyed, Uum riiinr from het Imoes, 

Her earnest gue toward tjie distant plain, 

(Where lie encamped the Christian host,) she beat ; 

Their vWie. tenia «U«te»ed on the moon's paie beams, 

Which played on many a knightly pennon, 

And brighUy glanced,— as slowly it unfurled 

Its blazoned folds,— upon the gorgeous flag. 

Where interwoven, were displayed the anns 

Of Ferdinand and Isabel ; no form 

Was seen to move 'rfong their Unes- entrenched. 

It seemed they slept, as sleeps the fleecy charge. 

Ere bounds the ravenous wolf into the fold : 

But no ! they had marked the rising clamour, 

And now stood, enshrouded by their tents. 

Prepared for action ; onward swept the Moors, 

In stem and dark array, sending before 

A cloud of light-armed Scythians, like spray 

Flying ahead, when sweegps the qcean's billow, 

And as that spray.^when by a rock opposea.— 

Is scattered w^e, so w^eli^ they retire. 

Discharging ^t their darts, when starting up 

Are seen the Spanish ranks ; now do they meet 

Like mountain bulls, inflamed by mutual hate 

Rending the ground beneath them, shouts and gw«ns, 

The pierc<ng neigh of steeds, the clash of arms, 

Arise in.mingled diseond on the air 

Shuddering the Maid i«tire8, m^,^^^^ ^^^ 

The Harem's deep recesses, to exclude 

Those sounds, which cause her gentle breast to OuiU, 

As ev^ry cry, exultant of the foe'Si . 

Seems to proclaim, the fall.of him she lov««. 

And fancy sickens at th^ 4read(W thought/ 



K TALB OF OBAVAOA. 71 

Through the long night, the contest fiercely raged, 

With yarious success, but as the dawn 

Was breaking in the east, Ben Hammed's steed 

ReceiTed a shaft, which pisnetrated deep 

His breast within, and as he downward fell, 

A battle-axe cleft the steel lining through. 

Of the Moor's jewelled turban, and deprired 

Its wearer of all sense and motion : wild 

Was now the shout, the Christian host sent np^ 

As sank his form upon the gory plain, 

And dropped from out his nerrel^ss gvaSp that Fkg<! 

Which had spread terror through their bravest ranks> 

As eyery stroke from him who bore it, sent 

A soul to its account ; 'twas quickly caujfht 

By a Castilian Knight, and carried off 

In triumph; struck with fear, the Moelew troopis 

On eyery side gave way, and flying sought, 

Safety within the City's sheltering walls. 

A small but faithful band, around their chief 

Had gathered, and now stood as stands a rode, - 

On eyery side of which the wild-wayes roar. 

Exposed to the whole adverse host's attack ; 

Thick as a hail storm, were the winged shafts, 

Showered on this dauntless few, who shouting fell, 

Forming a rampart of dead bodies, round 

Their loved Commander ; stricken now with shame. 

And fired with emulation, once more rul&ed 

The fugitives afield, and beating back, 

With their impetuous charge, the startled foe. 

Opened a path for those who stiU survived, 

Who raising on their blood-stained dinted shields 

Their senseless Ghieftaifty bore him to (he Ciiy< 
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Thaie.wat a sound of laawntation, heard 

That mom within the streets of GiaDada ! 

Widows their husbands, orphans sought their 

In vain 'mid those, who spent with toil and pain. 

Come staggering in, some dropping 'ere they reached 

The threshold of their home. Oh how unlike 

The gorgeous gUttering array, which when 

The Queen of night was riding high in Hear'n, 

Did issue forth in warlike panoply. 

Of victory confident: and where is hel 

Who led them on ? that proud heroic chief ! 

Who went forth joyous to the battle field 

As 'twere a festive scene ; weak as a child. 

With scarce enough of blood within his veins, 

To bind unto its mortal tenement, 

That hitherto unbendimg spirit; now 

Does a shuddering chill, pervade his frame. 

Reviving conscipusness begins to steal 

O'er his benighted faculties ; his lips 

Are quivering like the aspin's restless leaves, 

And a faint tinge, — such as the beam of mom 

First casts upon* the Sierra's snow-capped height, 

To herald his approach, — suffuses now 

His pallid cheeks ; sleep I youthful wamor sleep ! 

Better, far better, die as thou hast lived. 

Exulting in the glory of thy name. 

Than wake to die an ignominious death, 

For such the law of Granada decrees 

To those, who yield unto the Christian foe. 

The consecrated Standard of the Prophet, 

And nought of mercy will thy Sultan show. 

Who hates thee, with a rival'e deadly hate. 
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How bore Z^linda the heart-rending news, 
The wreck of aU her bo8om*s dearest hopes ? 
Did she give way to grief, and fiU the air 
With shrieks and lamentations ? no ! she sat 
As one to whom this world's a dreary blank, 
A wild bewildering chaos, void of aught 
On which the imagination can repose, 
And deem itself at rest ; to her life seem'd 
Without an object, aim, or end ; beneath 
The stunning blow, her reason totter'd, and 
AU of the past, the present, and to come, 
In dire confusion mingled were together. 
Footsteps approach, and now before her stands, 
Abu Abdallah ! he, who long had sought 
To win her for his bride, the Mooririi King, 
Usurper of his aged Father's throne : 
Prayers and intrcaties, had he used in vain, 
Her heart was bound in adamantine bonds, 
To one for nobler, richer in possessing, 
A mind the chosen seat of every virtue ; 
To be Sultana ! nought she cared for that, 
If her Ben Hamed ! shared not in the honour, 
Threats were resorted to, but in her mind, 
They fell as idle as the summer winds. 
Unnoticed, or if noticed, but with scorn ; 
He dared not work his will, for she was one 
Of noble race, whose warlike sire was held, 
In estimation great among the people. 
" Zelinda for the last time have I come. 
To gaze upon the light of those bright eyes I 
And ask thee to accept the hand and heait, 
Of one ! who ne'er before did vainly sue 
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At beauty's feet, nay Maiden ! answer not, 

At least, until my Ups have uttered that, 

Which may thy heigrt^ to acquiescence move ; 

He ! whom thou lovest, is condemned to die, 

A base ignoble death ; if he so dies. 

Thou art his murderer, for thou hast power. 

Through me to mitigate* his sentence, 

To that of banishment from hence ; my ^rm> 

And mine alo^e, can snatch him from beneath 

The lifted aye, and CQnsideratipn,-r 

Save that of pressing in these longing arms. 

That peerless fcHm, and calling thee my own,-— 

Shall tempt me to arrest the course of justice, 

This by our saoRed Prophet ! do I swear. 

And by each word that's grayed upon the Koxiinl 

The Maid, had risen at the King's approach, 

And her wild vacant gaze, gave place to one, 

Of deeply rooted scorn, and proud disdain; 

And now a smile inccedolous played o!er 

Her lovely features :--" ^iltan ! thou dost well,.*-*- 

Thus with an idle tale to mock mine ear, 

But thinkest thou my judgment is so weak. 

As to give credence to that. tale, oh! no,«* 

This ingrate City, will, not so condemn, 

The bravest andthe best of her defenders ;*' 

" Then let thine eyes, afford thee confinnaUon*' 

The King replied, as seizing on her arm. 

He led her unresisting to the lattice : 

Supported by his goiurds, Ben Hammed knek^ 

His head was placed upon the fatal block, 

The axe was iraifled, <*save him I and I consent \** 

)She said, then fisuuiting sank upon the floor. 
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And Shf ! became the Mopoisk Mooajrch's b4de> 
Gave herself up to one her soul abhorred. 
To save the life of Him ! to. whom tha,t life, 
"V^as as a busth^n, waniiug ^er sweet presence. 
And He ! went forth a spirit broken man«— - 
When from his bed of sickness he arose, — 
To Awell amid the mountains ; long he lay 
Worn low by sufferings bodily, but more 
By the deep anguishtpreying on his mind, 
Making a wreck of all that once was noble, 
Generous, fraught with aspirations high. 
And visions bright of glories unachieved. 
And schemes of future happiness. Alas ! 
In this dark world of gloom and grief, how few 
Of the blest dreams of youth are realized, 
A tempest sweeps, where all before was rife 
With mirthful gladness, and the scene is changed 
To one of desolatiqn ; downward goes, 
The stately fabric of our high-raised hopes, 
InVdlving in its ruin, all the heart's 
Best feelings and affections ; it become^ 
• ^'en as a withered trunk, with all the sap. 
The milk of human kindness, dried within; 
Misanthrophy ! erects his gloomy throne 
Within the bosom, which was wont to beat 
Responsive to the calls of Sympathy ! 
No more we strive to mitigate the woes. 
Of Ipllow wanderers in this " vale of^tqarf," 
Pity's bright drops, no more suffuse the cheek. 
Nor is the arm instinctively put forth. 
To save from sinkiogy one who like ouz^ves^ 
Is stricken by the axrowfi of ftdveraiiyl 
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He went, bnt 'ere he went, lie sought and gained, 
A last sad interview, with his much-loyed, 
His lost Zelinda ! on the very spot 
Where they had parted last, the Lovers met ; 
A gulph was now between them, and a change, 
A startling change, had come upon them both, 
As though long years, of suffering and sorrow, 
Since then had intervened ; no tongue can tell, 
No pen describe, the mingled agony. 
And joy intense, of that last interview : 
Let it suffice, that they were by a slave 
(Appointed to watch o*er Zelinda's footsteps) 
Together seen, wrapped in a close embrace, 
The tale was to his master quickly told. 
Who mad with rage and jealousy, resolved, 
•—Tired of her faded charms,— to rid himself 
Of one, who ever met his looks of love, 
With those of deep aversion : when at length 
They tore themselves apart, he ! bent his steps 
To seek a cave amid the Sierra^s crags, 
Where he might linger out his weary life 
Apart from man ; and she ! on her return. 
Was seized and to a dungeon deep conveyed, 
There to await the mockery of a trial. 
In which the accuser, was the judge supreme, 
Whose wishes were as law to the Divan. 
She was condemned to expiate her crime,— 
Adultery ! was that crime, a charge most false. 
For never Angel was more free from guilt,— 
By dying at the stake, consumed in flames, 
Such was her sentence, and the following strain, 
Willttil the mournful sequel of my Tale ! 
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*Twa^ moin ! thfi Moorish trumpet's wail, 

Was borne upon the passing gale ; 

It echoed through the Alhambra's halls, 

In mournful, undulating falls ; 

O'er Darro's fruitful vale it swept. 

And up the rocky Sierra crept. 

Where each recess, its answering strains. 

Sent far across the Vega's plains. 

Those strains as on the ear they fell, 

A tale of terror seem'd to tell, 

So deep, so boding, was the sound, 

So desolate, it rung around. 

The wild Gazell, on Xenil's brink. 

Which of its limpid stream did drink. 

Lifted with sudden start its head. 

And frightened, to the moimtains fled ; 

The pious Santim, in his cave. 

Which hangs above the Darro's wave,— 

Where rising from *mid Cyprus bowers. 

Gleams forth the minarets and towers, 

Of princely Granada, — ^awoke !— 

And as the sound his vision broke. 

He started from his couch of leaves. 

Where the brown moss its garment weaves, 

Clothed his gaunt form, in loose array. 

And down the hill-side bent his way ; 
Pale was his face, his sunken eye. 
Seemed rolling in insanity ; 

The Andalusian matron caught 
A trembUng babe in either arm. 
And from him fled in wild alarm, 
~ ' ^erce his glance, with horror fraught. 
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Onward he went, and quickly past, 

The portals of that City vast. 

The Moorish kingdom's, strength and pride, 

Which oft has proved the glittering tide 

Of warriors, clothed in burnished steel, 

On Arragon ! and proud Castile ! 

Whose troops in leaguering array, 

Upon the plains beyond now lay : 

He paused beneath the Elvira's Arch ! 

Which oft has echoed to the march 

Of Afric's Princes, and has rang. 

With trumpet's blast, and cynibars clang 

When was the sacred Flag unfurled. 

Defiance on the Christians hurled, 

And Muley Hassan, led his ranks, 

E*en to the Guadatquiver's banks : 

When the wild cry of " Allah hu !" 

As through the plains their Arabs flew, 

Struck to the Foemen's heart dismay. 

And wide was spread the Moslem sway. 

All bowed to their resistless power 

Where now the red-cross crowns the tower, 

The silver Cresent proudly waved, 

» 

From Cities by the Tagus laved, 
'Mid smiling vineyards, verdant fields, 
Where the rich earth, to culture yields. 
Abundant crops of golden grain. 
To Alpuxarre's lofty chain : 

Now quenched, as in a dismal night. 
When clouds and darkness intervene, 
That symbol of their faith is seen. 

No mor« to shed its glorious light! 



A TALB OP GRANADA. 79 



*Tis not my purpose here to tell, 
How one by one, tSiose strongholds fell. 
Intestine broils had struck the blow, 
Which bade their noblCst blood to flow, 
And every street, and tower was rife. 
With tokens of the ciril strife ; 
The throne iso often lost and won, 
Was battled for by Sire 'gainst Son, 
And each as on the height he stood. 
Gazed downward on a sea of blood, 
Through which he*d waded to obtain 
A post so fraught, with care and pain. 
Oh ! had they but united been. 
Ne'er had the Christian foe «been seen, 
So near the imperial City's gates. 
But madly they, as though the fates 
Had o'er their spirits cast a spell. 
And destiny ! had rung the knell, 
Of Moorish grandeur, jpower, and might,— 
Against each other urged the fight ; 
Rapine, and bloodshed, crimes most black, 
Did mark their fall, and as the track. 
Of the dread Comet through the sky, 
Foretells the end of Kingdoms nigh. 
So did those crimes, so foul and dark. 
The Moslem nation's downfall mark. 
Of every place of strength bereft. 
Save Granada by factions cleft. 

With bitterness they wait the close 
Of the dark drama, and deploie, 
Possessions lost, and glories o'er. 

Surrounded by exulting foes. 
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To Vivarambla^i spacions square ! 

The Hormit hastened, gathered there 

A countleas multitude were seen, 

With clouded brows* and sullen mien, 

Low murmurs sounded through the host. 

Like waves upon a rock-bound coast, 

And threatening gleamed each swarthy face ; 

Within the midst, enclosed a space 

Appeared, with barriers tall and strong 

To backward keep the turban'd throng ; 

Their voices sank in pious awe. 

When they that mountain-dweller saw. 

He paused, his wild cry filled the air. 

So fraught with horror, and despair. 

That every cheek was blenched with fear. 

And stopped instinctively each ear; 

Again broke forth that thrilling cry, 

As pointing to a scaffold high, 

Within the midst, which overhung 

A ftmeral pyre, where sables flung, 

A darksome shade with gloom so rife, 

(Sad emblems of departed life) 

While supernatural terror gleamed 

0*er his shrunk lineaments, which seem'd 

Oonvulsed with deepest agony, 

His gaso was fixed upon the sky. 

As though he commune held with one ! 

Whom mortals, dare not look upon. 

Then round was cast his phrenzied glancf 
While ever and anon, his breast 
He beat like one by grief possest, 

AUnost too great for utterance. 
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."Woe! woe! to Granada!" began^ 
In accents wild, that fearful man ! 
'* Woe ! woe ! upon ua and our race. 
Doomed, evil doomed, to urge the chase, 
Whose end la servitude, or death ! 
But what is loss of mortal breath ? 
Better by far were it to die, 
Than live in bonds of slavery, 
A thousand lingering deaths to feel. 
Worse than the tomb could e*er reveal ; 
Like a dark storm amid the hills, 
Out fall o'ertakes us, horror fills 
Each vein within me as I gaze. 
And pierce the future's gloomy maze ; 
Oh ! that these eyes for aye were closed, 
That this worn form in death reposed. 
Then should I not thus see the scroll, 
The Prince of terrors does imroll, 
Which sears mine eye-balls as I read. 
And makes mine heart with grief to bleed : 
•Eblis ! dark Eblis ! spreads his wings, 
Whose shadow desolation brings, 
Prince of the evil powers of night. 
Vengeance ! and Hate ! attend his flight ; 
Lord of the air, the earth, the flood, 
And fires unqucnch'd, whose food is blood, 
Once I beheld him, and again 
Exultant o'er the reeking plain, 

Through billow's foam, 'mid thunder'* crash, 
While lurid lightnings round him fly, 
Waving his gory banner high, 

On ! on ! resistless does he dash. 

G 
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8m ! swift he on th« death cloud speeds, 
With fury goads his shadowy steeds ; 
Now is the destined goal attained, 
Their pace is suddenly restrained. 
While he ascends the regal throne, 
Which o'er that funeral pyre has grown ; 
Surpassing glory's round him shed, 
A crown of gold is on his head, 
And in his hand a mighty spear, 
Which fills the stoutest heart with fear. 
Levels the pride of knighthood's power. 
Makes beauty like a withered flower, 
Defiled, and trampled in the dust, 
And pabny splendour clothes in rust. 
Mine eye is fixed in thine's dread beams, 
Which now with exultation gleams, 
Turn where I will, throughout the land, 
I trace the work of thy red hand. 
Thy footmark's stamped upon the soil, 
This mighty kingdom is thy spoil. 
Thy spirit spreads dismay and gloom. 
Primeval cause of our dark doom : 
i see upon thy brow e -^n now, 
The shadow of the deed which thou 
Art tracing in the soul and brain 
Of love's unhappy victim, plain 
I see the steel, I hear the shriek. 
Which fearfully thy power does speak, 

But oh t I hear above them all,<^ 
Those cries of woe t and blood ! and chains ! 
Which echo o'er the Vega's plains,— 

Thy laugh, which does the soul appal. 
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Ills voice now sank to mutierings low 

And incoherent, like the flow 

Of gushing waters, where the rock, 

Detached, and shivered by the shock, 

Of volcano, or lightnings blast, 

Has down its massive fragments cast, 

Stopping the passage of the brook ; 

Less wild and wandering, his look 

Became, and now a settled calm. 

Stole o'er his face, his outstretched arm, 

Fell void of motion, and his head 

Droop' d low upon his care-worn breast, 
As though the soul from thence had fled, 

To seek above for peace and rest. 
They caught him, as unto the ground 
He sank, then thronging gather'd round, 
And now a cry of great surprise, 
And wonderment, which rent the skies, 
Breaks forth, for now they recognize,— • 
In that gaunt form ! and ghastly face ! 
Though sadly shome of every grace, 
Which but a few short months before. 
Had play'd his manly features o'er,— - 
The Prince who to the battle bore 
The sacred Flag, and led them on. 
The Christian foeman's ranks upon ; 
They'd deemed him dead, and now a shout, 
As the news spread the square throughout, 

A deaf ning shout of glad acclaim^ 
Arose, which ringing far and wide, 
And echoing from side to side. 

Did the assembly's joy proclaian. 

2 
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But hu8h ! he wakes from out the trance, 
And slowly now around does glance, 
His eye no longer flashes bright. 
With tterce delirium's fearful light, 
But mild and soft, its beams do fall, 
And to the multitude recall. 
His look, so gentle, and so kind, 
*Ere past events had sear'd his mind : 
They raised him, he essayed to speak. 
His voice was tremulous and weak, 
It rang no longer shrill and wild. 

Filling the listener's breast with fear. 
But jiow, in accents, sweetly mild. 

Fell soothingly upon the ear; 
•*0h! Allah akbar! God is just. 

Is mighty, and is merciful. 
In him! and him! alone I trust, 

My cup of sorrow has been full, 
Full even unto overflowing. 
Evil, ui)on evil growing. 
Until my powers of mind gave way. 
Nor longer bowed *neath reason's sway : 
Amid confusion, dire and dark. 
My troubled soul, — as is a bark 
Upon the ocean tempest tost. 
With all the means of guidance lost,— 
Has far from out its course been driven. 
But now the gloomy veil is riven. 

The darksome vapours now have pass'd, 
And the bright realms of Paradise, 
Lie open to my longing eyes, 

Where peace, and gladness, ever last." 
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" I bow unto Mahomet's will, 
'Tis he ! alone, can save or kill ; 
And gladly take my staff in hand, 

Though weary be the pilgrimage. 
To journey to that distant land, 

That spot secure from mortal's rage, 
Where my Zelinda ! I shall meet, 
And pass the hours in commime sweet, 
*Mid strains ot melody diyine. 

Which Houries hymn to Allah's praise, 
Whose glorious black eyes, glance and shine, 

Bright as the sun's meridian rays. 
Oh man ! frail man ! thou art indeed 

A worm 1 a speck ! a grain of dust ! 
Priding thyself on strength and speed. 

Yet swept away by the first gust, 
Which Allah sends upon the earth ; 
E'er weak, as in thine hour of birth, 
E*er changeful, as in boyhood's years. 
Now smiling, now immersed in tears; 
Intent on bubbles, bright and fair. 
Which burst, and leave thee in despair : 
Proud of thy gorgeous trappings, proud 
Of thy weak voice, and powerless arm» 
Yet filled with terror and alarm. 
When death ! thy spirit does enshroud. 
Such was I once, but such no more, 
With me life's weaknesses are o'er, 
Its vanities have all gone by, 
My only wish is now to die ; 
And soon, full soon, my soul will quit 
This mortal coil, and upward flit.*' 
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" I go, but ere I go, I fain 
Would pour to thee ! a parting strain, 
Oh Granada ! thou City bright, 
Thou monument of Moorish might. 
Which distant ages will survey. 
When all our race have passed away, 
With wonderment and deep surprise ; 
Thy dQines and pinacles which rise. 
So rich in all the sculptor's art. 
So beautiful in every part ; 
Thy temples fillM with golden stores, 
With fretted roofs, mosaic floors ; 
Thy gushing founts, beneath the bowers, 
Thy spreading walls, ftnd stately towers. 
To all, I bid a long farewell ! 
To grove ! to orange-blossomed dell I 
To fragrant bower ! and festive hall ! 
Which soon will ecjjo back the fall 
Of the Castilian's mail-clad feet, 
When our degraded sons must greet 
As conquerors, and unto their nod 
Bow, as they kiss the chastening rod : 
And to the Mosque ! that sacred Fane, 
Whieh soon will christian rites profane, 
When tinkling bell, and anthems peal, 
Will through its aisles majestic steal. 
And o'er the desecrated shrine, 
The Cresent bright no more will shine. 

But the Red-Cross,"-*he gasped fat breath,- 
" Adieu ! to Fort ! and tented Field ! 
Allah I to thee ! my soul I yield,"— 

He said, then closed his eyies in death. 
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They bore him out, and now again 

Was heard that sadly-solemn flirain, 

Which waked him ! from his mofffly bed, 

Who ne'er again will lUt his h^^i 

At sound of sorrow, or of joy. 

Whose breast no more will care annoy. 

Nearer it came, and 'neath the Arch, 

Now passed with slow, and measured mareh, 

With glittering, unsheathied ataghani, 

A band of those fierce AfricaoB,— 

For their delight in blood-shed known. 

Supporters of Abdallah*s throne '. 

The crowds recoiled, and ope*d a way, 

Awed by their threatening ar»y, 

The clamour sinks to mlepuQe .deep. 

As on the pageant dark does sweep. 

Now borne within a Fun«ral-Car, 
Whose sable plumage floais alax 
Upon the gale, while all around. 

By the black pall, is swept the gx<nmd, 

The destined sacrifice is seen. 

Their beautiful, their injured Queen! 

Her pallid cheek and wandering. egre. 

Betray the inward ageny. 

An agony too deep fbf tears. 

Which the woe-stricken spirit sean. 

And dries the gushing fount of^rxeC 

Denying solace, or relief, 
Wild and disordered is her air. 

Her tresses float adown hev back. 

And play around her ivory neck, 
While dasp'd her hands are, as in prayer 
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In all th« solemn pomp of woe, 

In darkly splendid housings deek'd. 
The champing steeds do onward go, 

And now their stately pace is check'd, 
They stand before that Funeral Pyre, 
Whereon Zelinda must expire : 
The guards more closely gather round, 
As from the crowd is heard a sound 
Of threatening import, such as tells 
The approaching tempest, hoots and yells, 
And execrations, loudly ring, 
As o*er the barriers they spring, 

And quickly to the spot advance, 
While Javelin-heads are glittering, 

And Sabres in the sun-beams glance : 
Eager to execute the deed. 
They bare her from the Car with speed, 
And bind her form upon the pile. 
She struggles not, and a faint smile. 
Plays o'er her face, but ere the brand 
Can be applied, her upraised hand, 
Wherein a dagger bright is seen,— 

Which in the foldings of her vest, 
Had hidden from beholders been,-^ 

Like lightning falls, her snowy breast 
The blade receives, her soft eyes close, 

In slumber, which for evermore 
Will last, Zelinda*8 cares and woes, 

Are quenched in that warm tide of gbre, 

And Reader ! now my Talc is o'er. 
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THE POLISH PATRIOT. 



<* Aod FrMdom »liri»k'd as KoMiatko Ml !" 



WITH mane, which wildly on the night gale streamed. 
With nostrils wide distended, heaving chest, 

And flashing eye, all duskily which gleam' d, 
As speeds the lightning's flash, or billow's crest, 
When o'er the mighty Ocean's boundless breast, 

The fierce tornado does resistless sweep, 
Obedient to th' all-powerful behest. 

Of Him ! whose arm alone, can subject keep, 

The viewless winds, and waters of the vasty deep. 

Spuming the frozen plain, a milk-white Steed, 
Backed by a Wariior, swiftly on did bound, 

As though in circumstance of utmost need ; 
And but for the iron-shod hoofs, re-echoing sound, 
And but for the electric sparks which glanced around^ 

One might have deemed, so headlong was their flight ;— 
Amid the brooding solitude profound, 

fiome visionary phantom of the night, 

Borne on the icy ;ale, met meteor-like, his sight. 
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*Twas at the close of that eventfiil day, 

When Freedom ! o'er brave Kosciusko's bier, 
Saw of the chain, the last link rent away, 

Which bound her unto Poles, and Poland dear ; 

And bathed his gory form with many a tear, 
Then shrieking from the scene of carnage fled. 

Scared by the fierce " huzza l" and savage cheer! 
Oppression's bands sent forth as on they sped. 
Trampling beneath their feet, the dying ! and the dead ! 



Pale was the Warrior^s face, as though much worn 
By toil, and loss of blood, the wan moon*s ray, 

Glanced on his polished helm, of plumage shorn. 
And on his cuirass richly gilt did play, 
Which many a deep indenture did display ; 

His broidered scarf, and jacket gave to view, 
Wide rents in token of the desperate firay. 

And on the fleecy snow ; of sanguine hue 

A track was left, as swiftly o'er the plain he flew. 



At every bound he writhed in agony. 
Still, as pursuing shouts came on the wind, 

Broke flashes bright, from out his eagle eye, 

Of proud disdain, which spake th' unconquer*d mind 
Though nearly spent, his *ody low reclined, 

Aud from his nerveless grasp had fall'n the rein 
Yet,— starting up, — ^he cast a glance behind, 

And struggling with his weakness to retain 

His faculties fast failing, sang this farewell strain ! 
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" My Father Land ! my Fatlier Land I 

An exile sad I fly. 
Without one friendly guiding hand. 

On a foreign shore to die, 
Far ! far ! from all my heart holds dear, 

The home and friends of youth. 
To wander through the world so drear. 

And trust in stranger's rath; 
That home, is now in ashes laid, 

And on the field of fight. 
Those friends, the bloody debt have paid, 

Or dragged to slavery's night. 
In dungeons pine their lives away. 

Deprived the light of Heaven, 
Beneath a tyrant's cruel sway. 

No hopes of freedom given ; 
Or else to dark Siberia's waste. 

Where roars the wintry flood. 
Urged, goaded on, with Bavage haste. 

Through pathways tracked with blood, 
Tom from the dear delights of home, 

His children's circling arms. 
The aged Pole is forced to roam. 

Where nature never calms, 
I fought for thee ! I bled for thee ! 

When every hope had fled* 
And long I struggled fruitlessly. 

Amid the heaps of dead ; 
I stood the last of all our race. 

Upon that battle field, 
My aged Sire before my face, 

His heart's best blood did yield, 
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** Two lAlUnt Brothers by my tide, 

tuy \*»Ut)r4ug in Ihoir gore, 
V*in I evanyed to itom the tide. 

And Ml Willi woundi pierced o'er, 
A tkiutnimii uu my apirit itole, 

Aud Ubuurinf uaine my breath. 
An thuuKh ViX reftchM the dariuome goal, 

Aud iilept tha iloep*of death. 
Ai Ihui unoonaoiuualy I lay. 

Amid tht) heapa of slaiu, 
A radiant brightueaa seemed to play, 

Vpon the aang^une plain, 
The (ilouda roUed back aud gave to view, 

A form of awftil grace. 
Whose eyes flaah'd bright as meteors blue. 

And dassling shone his face : 
Stayed was tho Cossac's wild career, 
Those savage hordes were quell*d, 
No longer now the leveled spear. 

Triumphantly they held, 
Their trembling hands reiVised to clasp. 

The gore ensanguined glave, 
It fell from out their nerveless grasp. 

And stillness like the grave, 
Reign'd, where so late was heard around, 

The brasen trumpet's bray. 
The cannon's hollow sullen sound, 

The musketry's fierce play, 
The shouts, the cries, with horror rife, 

The groans of woe and pain. 
And every sound of warlike strife, 
Was hush'd throughout the plain. 
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'< The Fonn Angelic wared on high, 

A sword of lurid flame. 
And now a loud appalling cry. 

Unto my closed ears came, 
Where late had stood their hostile force, 

Yawned caverns dim and vast. 
The earth had ope'd, and man and horse, 

Were to destruction cast. 
While from the clouds these words came forth, 

** Let all oppression cease. 
Thus perish those, who urge my wrath, 

And nations dwell in peace," — 
Again it closed, and not a trace 

Of that blood thirsty band, 
Remained to view but in their place, 

Smiled peacefully the land, 
My scattered countrymen recalled, 

From hayoc ridden flight. 
Gazed on the spot where sank appall'd, 

Their foes to endless night, 
A strain of harmony divine, 

Upon the air did float, 
Now rising loud, now breathing fine. 

As echo's faintest note. 
And to our wondering eyes made plain, 

Appeared amid the clouds, 
The forms of those in battle slain. 

In bright and glorious shrouds, 
And sweetly through the high arch rung, 

Their voices choral sound. 
While as these words ! the bright host sung, 

Fteah vigour spread around. 
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" Lo ! Vengeance has bared her red right ann. 
And in terrible might on the stoim-cloud ridei 

Tremble ye Tyrants ! no power can disarm. 
Her fiirious wrath, it each prayer derides." 

" Long have ye play'd the oppressors part, 
Delighting in havoc, and scenes of woe. 

Now shall ye feel the avenging dart, 
And be hurled, void of hope, to the depths below.** 

" The innocent blood ye so oft have shed, 
The smoke of our towns to destruction given, 

The groans of the wounded, the souls of the dead, 
Arise for redress to the gates of Heaven.'* 

'* Mourn not brave men ! for your relatives slain. 
We have found in the skies a haven of rest. 

Where o*er ye we watch, free from sorrow and pain* 
And welcome ye, dead ! to the land of the blest." 

*' Think not that the sun of our nation, is set. 
The clouds which obscure it will soon pass away, 

Give not up your minds, to deep boding regret, 
But await with submission the dawning of day.' 

" Methought a shout the skies which rent. 

From our assembled legions broke, 
And as my feeble voice I lent, 

I, starting, — ^from my trance awoke ; 
My woimds had stiffened, and the cold, 

Shot icy dullness through each vein, 
I scarce from ofif the ground could hold 

My head, which throbbed wit|i racking pain^ 



>f 
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My lipi and tongue were parched with thirst, 

I crawled to where,— mid rushes dank,— 
A stream which from the mountains burst, 

Held its dark eourse, and gladly drank. 
Refresh' d I rose, and gazed around, 

The moon was sailing over head, 
Throwing a faint, and dim light down, 

Upon my cold and gory bed ; 
The sounds of strife had ceased to ring, 

And all was silence, drear and deep. 
Save when the Eagle flapped his wing. 

And left his feast with upward sweep ; 
Still in the distance might be seen. 

The flames which from our City broke, 
And faintly heard the piercing scream, 

Which vainly succour did invoke : 
Fled was the vision's brightness all. 

The fabric of my dream had flown, 
And o'er the scene the gloomy pall, 

Of item reality was thrown,— 
As by the quagmire's gleam allured. 

The traveller over pathless wastes. 
No longer feels his breast obscured. 

By direful doubts, but onward hastes, 
Deceived, he thinks his toils are o'er. 

His wanderings have reach' d their end, 
And to the sheltering cottage door. 

Direct his weary footsteps tend. 
Sudden, the light which guided him. 

Expires before his wondering eyes. 
And sinking the morass within, 

All hope from out his bosom flies,—- 
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So Mnk my spirit at the change, 
When distant shouts came on my ear, 

My eyes a« o'er the scene they range, 
Rest on the Foeman's glittering spear, 

A Charger masterless stood nigh, 
Impeird by lore of life, I sieze 

The bridle— mount— and now we fly- 
As onward urged by fate's decrees.** 

" Stay ! stay thy speed ! my gallant Steed t 

Bear me not on so fast, 
My wounds begin afresh to bleed. 

And life is ebbing fast, 
Pursuing foes are near at hand. 

My race is nearly run, 
I ne^er shall reach another land. 

My mortal web is spun : 
Then welcome death I my spirit spurns. 

To live a tyrant's boast. 
My longing soul, with ardour yearns. 

To join our martyr'd host.** 
He'd paused upon a craggy steep 

Which overhung the tide. 
And now the spurs were buried deep 

Into his Courser's side, 
" Ha ! ha ! in vain ye furious ride 

Ye fell insatiate foes." 
He said, the foaming waves divide, 

And quickly o'er him close. 
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DEDICATORT STANZAS. 



LOVED of my soul ! when through the lapse of yoErs 

Thou dost recall the scenes of by-gone days, 
And o'er the chequered path of smiles and tears, 

Of elonds and sunshine, thou dost backward gaze ; 

When memory does disperse the misty haze 
Which YeUs the past, and busy retrospect, 

Full many a form from hence removed, displays, 
Consigned to cold oblivion^s dark neglect ; 
Thoul't then on him ! who wrote these feeble lines, reflect* 

I ask thee not to cloud a mirthful hour, 

By vain repinings after pleasures past. 
But there are moments when reflection's power, 

Like a soft soothing spell, its chains does cast, 

And binds the rapt imagination fast ; 
When Yoices hush'd in death around do steal, 

And scenes of youth, too beautiful to last, 
So fraught with joy, does memory reveal, 
And as we felt in those bright days, again ^e feel. 
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Oh t 'Us delightful, 'mid life's sterile waste, 
To pause in our career, and backward look ; 

Of pleasures fled for aye again to taste. 
To roam in fancy by the gurgling brook. 
Through many a haunt of childhood long forsook ; 

To ope the treasure-house of memory. 
Where,—- as bloom violets in some silvan nook. 

Loading with sweets the gale which passed by,— 

The heart's best feelings and emotions hidden lie. 



Old time steals on, and as our years increase. 

Increase the cares with which this world abounds. 
Oh 1 may it be to thee, a scene of peace, 

Of gladsome sights, and joy-diffusing sounds ; 

And as the seasons slow revolve their rounds, 
May each to thee, increase of pleasure bring. 

Ne'er mayst thou gaze upon grief's dark profounds, 
Ne'er aught of sorrow to thy spirit cling, 
Or clouds across thy path, their gloomsome shadow fling. 



As vessels meet upon the trackless Sea, 
Thy bark ! and mine ! have met upon life's tide, 

But soon perchance, stem fate may so decree. 
That we by storms be separated wide 
To struggle singly, safely mayst thou ride 

The tempest out, and reach the destined shore ; 
Be it mine to founder, severed from thy side, 

With me life's hopes and fears will all be o'er, 

K«*iung I'll heed the lightning's gleam, the surges roar. 
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The golden orb of day had sunktoTest 

Aniid the chambers of the far-off west, 

And high o'er head now rode the queen of night. 

Flooding the woodlands with her -dewy lights 

Glancing her bright beams thf ongh the clustering trees, 

Whose foliage quivered in the Autumn breeze^ 

Which from the boughs, their leafy honours bore. 

And with their wreck, the green-sward covered o'er^ 

'Twas silence all— not even a gurgting spring 

Broke on the stillness with its murmuring. 

Or dulcet note of tuneful Philomel, 

Arising from the hazel copse ; each dell 

And flowery dingle, deep in shadow lay, 

While a!l the open ground was light as day ! 

Where myriad dew-drops did like gems bedeck 

The spreading lawn, and flash'd the moon-beams back* 

It was a night, so soft, so sweetly calmyNi. 
So redolent of peace,— that nought of harm , 
No evil thoughts, no passions dark or rude. 
Could there, within the gazer's breast intrude ; 
But banished far were human cares and woes. 
And each emotion wild hush'd to repose. 

Amid this fairy scene, I mark'd a pair ! 
Lovers they seem'd, the maid was young and fair. 
And graceful as a lovely woodland sprite, 
Her form was beautiful, her step was light 
As is the footstep of the frolic fawn. 
When bounding in the beams of early mom. 

h2 
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With head downcast, she listened to the low 

And earnest tones which from the youth did flow'; 

The words I could not trace, but well I ween 

It was a tale according with the scene ; 

For who could speak of aught, hut bliss and loYe, 

With such a bright and beauteous moon above ? 

And such a scene of loveliness below,— 

Clausing the nerves to thrill, the heart to glow. 

With the full rapturous tide,— and to the speech 

Giving a power which nought but love can teach ; 

When thoughts gush forth in glowing words which burn. 

And the rapt spirit cold restraint does spurn, 

When all those inmost wishes are reveal'd. 

And yearnings, hitherto so close conceal'd. 

They paused upon the chesnut-tufted brow 
Of a green hillock in the path, and now 
They both exclaimed "how beautiful*'^but he! 
Was gazing on the maiden's face, while she ! 
With head upturned toward the azure skies, 
And admiration beaming from her eyes, 
Gazed upon Dian's bow ! a crystal tear 
Hung trembling from the silken lash, so clear 
It, — like the sparkling diamond, — gave to view 
The many-tinted rainbow's every hue. 
It was not grief, which caused that tear to start. 

It was not grief, which caused the rising sigh, 
It told the fullness e/an overcharged heart. 

It spoke of thrilling joy, of extacy ! 

She turned her hazel eye, her glance met his, 
Their lips united in a lingering kiss ; 
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Then blushing, trembling, from his fond embrace, 

She turned away her happy, glowing face, 

And in a voice as softly musical 

As the Eolian Harp ! when does the swell 

Of the calm night-breeze, whisper through its strings ; 

In tones, to which the memory fondly clings, 

When those who gave them birth have passed away, 

And shadows dark have buried every ray 

Of happiness, which did our pathway gild ; 

In tones, whose melody so melting thrilPd 

O'er all his soul, reproached the enamoured swain, 

But even while reproaching, seemed again 

To invite 'a repetition; as she chid 

In accents faultering, could not be hid 

The tenderness, which trembled on her tongue ; 

Enraptured on those accents soft he hung. 

And all his spirit with her beauty fired. 

His thoughts gush'd forth in verse, like one inspired. 

'* Oh beautiful it is to look 

Upon a guileless maiden's eyes. 
When mirrorM clear, as in a brook. 

Each feeling of her young heart lies ; 
When joy is radiant in her smiles, 

Or sparkles the ingenuous tear, 
Ere' yet corrupted by the wiles 

Of this dark world, her bosom clear 
From aught of falsehood, or deceit. 

Its every inmost thought displays, 
With calm serenity does meet,— 

In conscious innocence,— 4he gaze i 
'Tis said, from such a maiden's eye, 
E'ea beasts of prey will daunted fly. 
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Now, aiiii.i]i-ann, the pathway they panne, 

'Neath Sycamore, and Beech, and spreading Yew, 

Whose interwoTen branches form a glade. 

Through which the moon-beams cast a chequer'd shade; 

Like tothe path of life, here, brij^ with joy^ 

There, shadowed o'er by sorrow's dazk aUoy. 

Again they pause, to gase the boughs between. 
Upon a lovely spot, a silvan scene. 
Where Oberon might hold his magic court, 
And Titiana in the moon-light sport; 
It was a vista, ended by a mound. 
Whose summit with a mighty Oak was crown'd. 
The forest monarch ! seated on his throne. 
His arms gigantic far around were thrown, 
And high,*!— in token of his regal power,— 
Above the rest, his head immense did tower. 

But see ! what flies across the grassy mead ? 
Now bounding onward with the lightning^s speed. 
Now pausing suddenly ; the timorous Deer I 
How glance his antlers in the moon-li(^t dear ; 
Now does he stoop to crt>pthe herbage green. 
Now, starting, stands erect with frig^itened mien. 
Now look around him, with a wary eye, 
And now emits his short quick plaintive cry, 
'Tis answered from the shade, ihe boughs are stirr'd. 
And bounding forth come all thd dappled herd. 
In frolic gambols^ here awhile they play. 
Then down the- woodhmd-alley haste away. 
To seek a cotertmeet for theur repose, ' 
Deep in the-woodsy secure from human foes. 
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Now do they thread the thicket, now the grove. 
Where not a ray breaks through the screen abore, 
So thick, so dark, so silent, and so lone, 
That, — ^were it not for the soft breeze's moan, 
And rustling of leaves beneath their feet,-^ 
They might have deemed themselves in some retreat 
Far from the busy world, where the cold sleep 
Of death, had fall'n on all ; some cavern deep. 
Beneath the earth, or ever restless main. 
Where torpid slumber did each sense enchain. 
In icy bonds, which held the spirit fast. 
And all was darkness, fathomless, and vast. 



Closer unto his arm, the gentle Maid ! 
Clung, while he whispered "love ! be not afraid. 
Think not that aught of harm can come to thee ! 
So spotless in thy mind, from sin so free, 
That the red lightning, glancing o'er thy path. 
Would turn aside, powerless to do thee scath." 

** With thee for my companion, Pd explore 
Each spot unknown to man, would fearless ride 
Amid the foaining of the stormy tide ; 

Traverse the wild, the pathless- deserto'er. 

Scale glacier'd^eii^, 'mid avalanche's roar. 
Where, does the spirit of the Morm preside. 
Spreading destni6f ion ^'er the ralley wide i 

Would dare the cold of Lapland'^ iee-bound shore. 
Secure that nought of evil woiUd botide, 
With such a stainless being by my side; 

For with that look of Angel purity^ 

All dangtn safely mayost thou defy." 
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Emerging from the grore, now do they stand 
Before a pile of architecture, plann'd 
To be the Damley's last sad resting place, 
The Mausoleum ! of that ancient race ; 

But never had the consecrated lite 
Been here performed, nor must their bodies rest 
On ground, save that by holy Prelate bless'd; 

So custom has decreed, but is this right ? 
Can prayer by Mortals breathed, e'er sanctify 
One spot above the rest ? can the Most High ! 
Be pleased with idle ceremonies, forms. 
Worthy that age of bigotry,— when storms 
Which spreading havoc o*er the land do sweep, 
And rouse the ocean from its tranquil sleep, 
Or breezes bland, and fertilizing showers,— 
Were, by the credulous, in PriestcraJPt's powers, 
Believed to come and go, at their command ; 
In which we, more enlighten* d, truce the hand 
Of One Supreme ! the God-Head ! great and good, 
Ruler alike of earth, and air, and flood. 

I would not in reproof or censure, speak. 
Well knowing, that my judgment is but weak, 
Yet sure, such mummery must be in vain, 
Has He ! not bless'd the meuntain, and the plain ? 
And called it good 1 then why should feeble man ! 
Select from nature's universal plan. 
One little spot, and with prelatic pride. 
Mumble a prayer, declare it sanctified, 
And tell us, only on that little spot. 
Our forms shall moulder, and our bones shall rot, 
Returning from the dust from whence we sprung ? 
That only there the solemn dirge be sung. 
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The ceremony, must be paid with gold ! 
The smn demanded here was vast, of old. 
Went the Disciples forth with scrip and staflf, 
They ate of nature's produce and did quaff, 
•When thirsty, of the pure and gushing spring. 
No thought had they amid their wandering, 
Of aught but prayer and praise, nor did they seek 
To heap up riches, poorly clad and meek. 
They girded up their loins, and on their way 

They went rejoicing, that to them 'twas given, 
The goodness of the Maker to display. 

And point the pathway out, which leads to Heaven! 



But I my scattered fancies must recall. 
Be it mine to rest,— when cold abstraction's pall 
Has closed around me, when this life has fled. 
Of cares and pangs,— within a narrow bed 
Of earth, far ! far ! from human habitude, 
It matters not how desolate, how rude ; 
Let the shrill blast around my lonely grave. 
Sweep in its wild career, but let there wave, 
Above the spot, one solitary tree, 
A mournful Cyprus ! whose green boughs may be 
An emblem of those hopes, which during life. 
Existed amid clouds, of gloom and strife. 

Yet little recks it where the form is lain. 
Whether on mountain top, or cultured plain, 
Or in the bosom of the boundless sea. 
When from that form, the spirit! is set free, 
The vital essence ! the immortal spark I 
And all is apathy, so cold and dark, 
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They itood, and gazed npon that maihle pile I 
On pinnacle and column, blight did amile 
The ailyer beame of Cynthia, and a thzill. 
Of awe mysteiions, did each bosom fiU, 
As fancy,— 'mid the sii^iing of the breeze,— 
Which stirr'd the branches of the nei^bouring trees. 
And waved the grass, and fune, which grew around/ 
From out the dim sepulchral depths profound, 
Conjured up Toices, in that murmuring strain. 
Like whispered accents, of a spirit train. 



Just then, there came a light and fleecy cloud 
Across the moon, which partially did shroud 
The rich refulgence of her lustrous beam ; 
Obscuring, but not hiding, it did seem 
Like the thin gossamer^B transparent hue. 
Veiling a face of loveliness, where through 
Might the beholder, all undazzled, trace. 
Soften' d, and chasten'd, each bewitching grace. 
His I eye, was iQxed upon the expanse above. 
While her's I was turned on him, with looks of love. 
As thus, in accents with devotion fraught j 
He gave expression to the tide of thou^^t. 



" Hail ! hail I to thee, pale Queen of silent Kight, 

Serene thou ridest in the vault above. 
Casting around thy dim and shadowy li^t. 

Attuning all the soul to peace and love ; 
The Hypochondriac gazing on thy beam> 

Forgets his woes, md o'erhis spirit steals 
Thine influence, like a softsooChing dream. 

Which pleasing imag^ of bliss xeveak ; 
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Man's fiercer passions, luU'd by thee ! to rest, 
Gave place to feelings pure, and holy calm, 

No longer rages wild hU troubled breast. 
Thy ! genl^e rays, the evil powers disarm : 

That season^ else all gUxmi, thou makest bright 

And be autiful, hail ! hail ! sweet Queen of Night !" 

V 

He ceased, and now a black cloud, like a pall. 

Swept o'er the azure sky, obscuring all 

The beauty, and the brightness of the scene ; 

No longer glistening in the silver sheen. 

But like a giant, 'mid the impending gloom. 

In shadowy indistinctness Stood the tomb. 

Wrapping her shawl more closely round, the Maid 

Whispered ''how long we from our friends have stay'd. 

The night is thickening, and the Autumn gale 

Wails, as it told of misery a tale ; 

Come ! let us hasten on," he gave consent. 

And through the gloom, their footsteps quick they bent. 

I stood alone ! and now upon mine ear 
There came a joyous shout, it loud and clear. 
Throughout the arches of the woods did ring. 
And far, its oft repeated echoes fling; 
Another, and another, quick succeed. 
Arising on the gale with winged speed ; 
Then voices raised in answering scents, told. 
The wanderers, their companions did behold ; 
Then came the burst of merriment, and glee. 
Which spake of hearts from care and sorrow free. 
These gradual in the distance died away, 
I turned, and homeward bent my lonely way. 
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Full oft, amid the gloomy lioun of nii^t, 

A lovely yision rises to my yiew, 
A female face, on which the clear moon-light 

Plays, and imparts a pale unearthly hue ; 
And from the upturned hazel eyes, do beam. 

Looks of such heavenly purity, so mild. 
So soft, so Seraph-like, that she does seem 

A wanderer from the realms on high, a child. 
Not of this earth, but of a brighter sphere, 

Sent on some holy mission, to impart 
Comfort to the afflicted, and to cheer. 

With her bright presence, many a broken heart : 
Or like that gentle Anah I who of old. 
Watched thus, her angel lover to behold. 

And then I hear a voice float softly round. 

In tones of such entrancing melody. 
Its liquid sweetness makes the heart to bound, 

And every nerve to thrill with extacy; 
And glances, like a sunbeam from above, 

A form symetrical, where every grace 
Said to adorn the fabled Queen of Love ! 

Enraptured, and delighted, do I trace : 
That form so beautiful, that dulcet voice. 

Those eyes, which innocence and love beam through, 
Whose speaking glances, make the soul rejoice. 

That face, those waving curls of dark brown hue. 
Pertain to Her ! I on that night did mark, 
In my lone wanderings, through *' Cobham Park I' 
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THERE is a sweet secluded dell, 

Which in a frowning ravine ends, 
Where, gushing from a ruin'd Well, 

A fount, its crystal streamlet sends ; 
By steep and rugged banks hemm*d in, 

Just verging on the forest dark,^ 
So hid in gloom, that scarce the Lynn 

Which down it brawls, one's eye can mark. 

The village maidens oft repair. 

To fill their pitchers from the stream. 
But none so bold, would venture there, 

When on it plays the moon's pale beam ; 
For then, 'tis said, that spectres haunt 

The spot,. and there their revels hold. 
And many a tale of goblins gaunt. 

By those who dwell around, is told. 

As down the Glen I chanced to stray 

One summer's eve, the sun had set, 
Their labour over for the day. 

Three blooming cottage girls had met ; 
And one, with darkly glossy hair. 

And cheeks which mock'd the rose's hue. 
Was dealing forth a Legend rare ; 

Which, as she told, I'll tell to you. 
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THE LEGEND. 



Tou know that old and moas-grown tower. 
Which frowna above our peaceful rale, 

Where,*-firom his ivy-mantled bower,-^ 
Hooti the grey Owl to the passing gale. 

It stands on a rugged and sea-worn rock, 
Whose base is lash'd by the rushing surge, 

And the waves, as they sing through its caverns, mock 
The ear, with sounds like a funeral dirge. 

Years back, In the pride of feudal might, 
There, a stately Castle raised its walls, 

And mirth and revelry, through the night, 
Were echoing heard in its spacious halls. 

And a train of Lords and Ladies gay. 
From its portals wide, came forth at mom. 

In glittering, glad, and bright array, 
With Hawk, and Hound, and sounding horn. 

To rouse the grim Wolf from his lair. 
And to chace th9 bounding fallow Deer, 

Or the Falcon, on the fields of air 
To loose, with shout, and jovial cheer. 

Full many a gallant Knight was there. 
Whose name long, long, has pass'd away ; 

And many a Dame of beauty rare, 
^ose form has moulder'd to decay. 
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The Baron, who own'd this wide domain, 
Was Lord of the Hamlet, and many a mile 

Of forest green, and cultured plain. 
Around him peacefully did smile. 

Most affable was he, and kind. 

To all who dwelt beneath his sway ;^ 
Noble in person, as in mind, 

Courteous in speech, in manners gay. 

Within his sheltering Castle-gate, 

The wretched e*er protection found. 
And there he dwelt in princely state ; 

Beloved by all the country round. 

Obedient to his Monarch's call, 

(Heading a bold, a steel-clad band) 
He left in haste his native hall. 

And bent his steps to the Holy Land ! 

To lower the haughty Moslem's pride. 

And in religion's cause to bleed ; 
By the gallant " Ceur de Lion's" side, 

Did Sir Hildebrand 1 his vassals lead. 

Full well in Syria's burning plains. 

He proved his manhood, and his might ; 
And many a song the name retains. 

Of that right true, and valiant Knight. 

A sweet and blooming Girl he left, 
Near ten years old, a lovely child ! 
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Who, of a Mother's care bereft, 

Had grown in boundless freedom, wild. 

Dress'd in a homely peasant's garb, 
With hat of straw, she wandered free 

As colt of Araby's wild barb, 
Through her birth-place singing merrily. 

Oft has the way-worn trayeller stood. 
And listen' d to her cheerful voice, 

Resounding through the silent wood, 
In tones which bade his heart rejoice. 

And when she like the frolic fawn, 
Came bounding from the forest glade, 

Chacing across the verdant lawn, 
The fly in dazzling tints array'd ; 

He has call'd on Heaven, to bless that child ! 

And keep her safe, and free from scath, 
Whoso laugh his weariness beguiled, 

Like sunshine glancing o'er his path. 

Beauty ! combined with innocence ! 

Has ever powtsr the mind to cheer, 
Grief to dispel howe'er intense, 

And glad the way, however drear. 

The song ! which to you now I'll sing. 
Was on sweet Emmeline composed 

By One !— a minstrel wandering,— 
Who in her Father's halls reposed. 
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" I sftw a Child ! a beautifnl ChUd ! 

As she roam'd in glee thro* her native vfild, 

And her bright blue eye, shone merrily, 
As the beams of the morning sun, which smiled. 
And gilded the trees, which shook in the breeze, 

And a murmuring made, like the melody 
Of Seraphs bright, from the starry height ; . 
A creature, she seem'd, all gladness and light. 

** I paused to trace, each cherub grace. 
Which dwelt in her beaming, and guileless face. 

When her laugh broke forth right joyously. 
And the echoes awoke of that silent place ; 
It rang around, like the warbling sound 

Of the lark, when he carols his roundelay. 
With a tremulous trill, all the air did fill, 
And caused every sense with delight to thrill. 

" Oh ! long will thai Child ! that innocent Child ! 
With the step so light, and the eye so mild, 

A place retain in my memory ; 
Whose laugh my breast of its care beguiled. 
As she stood that mom, 'neath the bending thorn, 

And the ripe berries pluck'd so gleefully ; 
Like a vision of light, she burst on my sight. 
Or a flash from above *mid the darkness of night.*' 

But I must onward with' my Tale, 
For see ! the shades of evening grey 

Are stealing over hill and dale ; 

And hark ! how mournfully the gale. 
In whispering accents seems to say, 
" Haste ! maidens, haste ! from hence away/' 

1 
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*Twa8 spring-tide whtn the Baton ipzead, 
His 'broider'd pennon to the bfeeie ; 

Brown summer came, tlien aatamn red, 
Then 9eax^^ and leafleM, stood the ttees. 

Winter had pass'd, again came spring, 
The streams released from icy chains. 

Flowed through the meadows murmuring, 
And smiling verdure clothed the plains. 

The warder from his turret high, 
Kept heedful watc^, froifi mom 'till night, 

No messenger could he espy. 
With tidings of the absent Knight. 

Deserted was Une banquet haU, 
Deserted was the Lady's bower ; 

No Steed wqs see^ within the stall', 
No blazon'd flag stfe^m'4 ^OQ^ the tower. 

No sound was heard^ save when did sweep 
Through the iovg corridors, the gale. 

Breaking the sUence stem aaud deep. 
With bangjng door, or rattling mail. 

Or when, re-echoing round, arose 
The Stag-Hound's wjildly ^nouxaiful howl ; 

Or waked by fancied coming foe^, 
The Ban-Dog's deep impAtient growl. 

Upon his perch the Falcon slept, 
Soil'd were his plumes and jesses g«y> 
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He pined to sweej^, a9 opee he »wept. 
And struck to earth the swift-iying*d prey. 

The Heron rested in the bndce, 

The Fawn was grazing peacefully. 
The Wild-Fowl 8kimm*d tl^e sfosfy hike, 

In undisturbed security. 

Thus pass'd three long, long, years away. 

And now upon the village green, 
The may-pole, deck'd wit)i riA>bandfi gay, 

And Flora's offering^, wi^s ^e.en. 

The Lads and Ma^ds aaseniHeil wece, 

Pour'd out the dwellei^ of each cot 
In the festiyity to share. 

All griefs were for a space forgot ; . 

Save by one Matron, yrho a|>art 

Sat mournfully, immersed in tears, 
Which told the anguish of her heart, 

An anguish unappeased by years. 

In infancy's unconsciousness, 

A smiling girl beside her playM, 
A sturdy boy stood motionless, 

And anxiously her face survcy*d. 

Her husband to the wars had gone, 

He was the Baron's trusty squire, 
And now the boy, her eldest bom, 

Did thus, her sorroVs cause enquire. 

x2 
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*' Say, dearest Molher ! why you weep, 

Nor join like others in the dance? 
Why 'neath the o*er-shadowing boughs you keep. 

While brightly round the sun-beams glance ? 

" I long to bound across the mead, 
And chase the Swallows as they fly, 

Now skimming low with lightning^s speed, 
Now rising in t^e azure sky. 

*' I long to pluck the dasies fair. 

And golden butter-cups, to twine 
A wreath for sister Mary's hair. 

And one dear Mother! too for thine, 

" Oh ! I could shout for very glee, 
All nature looks so gay and bright ; 

But mother ! when I turn to thee. 
The tears will rise, and dim my sight. 

'' For thou, indeed, dost seem so sad. 
And sighest, as thine heart would breaks 

Do smile, and make thy Henry glad, 
Pray ! pray ! this gloomy shade forsake. 

" Oh lifl me up, that I may kiss 
Those tears from off thy pallid cheek ; 

Weep not on such a day as this, 
Mother I dear mother! wont you speak ? 

" Come let us join the festive throng. 
Hark I to their laughter's merry peals, 
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And now they sing the May-Queen's song, 
How sweetly on the air it steals/' 

THE VILLAGER'S SONG. 



" Oh come to the gay village-green. 

To thy rustic throne blooming with May, 
The cottage-maids look for their Queen, 

And the children with flowers strew the way ! 
Then come to the gay village-green, 

And our sports with thy presence grace. 
Come 1 come ! bright, and beautiful Queen, 

Nay, torn not away thy sweet face. . 

** Who, for beauty, with thee can compare ? 

Whose eyes shine so brightly as thine ? 
What can equal the flow of thy hair ? 

And the grace of that form so divine ? 
Nay, blush not sweet Maiden ! or ween, 

That flattery dwells in my voice. 
Thou art chosen theMay-Flower's Queen ! 

And well dost thou merit the choice." 



** Look ! Mother look ! who comes this way ? 

How tired, and way-worn does he seem. 
His hat adorned with shells, and grey 

His mantle loosely round does stream. 



« 



He sinks into the proffer'd seat, 
Faint with fatigue he sinks, and now 
The standing drop9 of toil and heat, 
They wipe from off his furrow' d brow. 
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The stranger was « Pahner, who 
Had journey 'd from ike Holy LanA I 

And through the vale the tidings flew, 
That,^-of the Baron, and his band,-«» 



Not one remain'd alive to tell, 
How,-*ina narrow taountain pass, — 

Into an ambuscade they Ml, 
And were cut down like sumhitr-gT^ss, 

The Palmer said that he had been, 
In earlier years the Aaron's friend; 

And oft he paused the tale between. 
While grief his breast did seem to rend. 

** Mourn 1 moon I" said he, " for yeu have lostr 
The kindest Lordi and bmvest Knight, 

That ever ruled, or weapon crossed. 
With foemen on the aeld of fight." 

** Let sounds bf ^nt^t be teard throngh^iA, 
The boundaries «f this wide doAiUii ; 

With sable hang those halla about. 
Mourn ! mourn ! your benefactor's slain." 

*' Hie to the conventw hie with apeed* 
Tell them the toUnm dii«e to ring ; 

And back,«>-4hese characters to read,— 
A holy Friar, I pray thve hnog*"* 

And then from 'neath liUi T#M hete^k 
A scroll, with 1<nrif(ing feotft^'d ^^ei . 
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Such as is traced on many a book 
Of mystery, and ihonkisH lore. 

" My friends !" ke said, " tbis aoroU CQiitaijDS, 

The last bequest of him ! who late 
Was Lord, of these wide spreading plains, 

Cut off by stem relentless fate.*' 

" He was the bravest, and the bepA, 

Of those who in the camp did dwell ; 
And when he laid his lance in rest. 

Fear-stricken fled the infidel." 

*' His war-cary sounded loud and clear>^ 

Amid the battle's fierce alarms ; 
Ko Paladin, or Prankish Peer, 

Could equal him for deeds of arms,*' 

" In quest of knighHy: eaterpnae, 

He sallied forth at break of day» 
While slumber sealM thcr army's eyes, 

Which 'camp'd before Jerusalem^ hiky.*' 

" He roused his folfoiran fiom Hanar sleep, 

And girding tight his trusty brand. 
On to his noble Steed did Leap, 

And bounded o*er the waste of samd.** 

" At night his tents wrese empt|r stiilv 

We look'd for him, but look'd in vain ; 
Unheard his trumpet from the hill. 

Unseen his pennoa on the plain.*' 
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•* Next morn* a ecout the tidings brought. 
That in a mountainous defile. 

Lay in his gore, the Knight we sought. 
Lured thither by the Moslem's guile.*' 

" Then many a vow was sent on high 
Of yengeance, on the Paynim foe ! 

Each leader donn'd his panoply. 
And forth the cayalcade did go." 



" The way our noble Monarch led, 
For well Sir Hildebrand he loved, 

A silence deep as of the dead. 
Told how, with giief, each heart was moved.*' 

" We reach*d the spot, where met our view 

A sight of horror, mangled forms. 
Did thick the fatal pass bestrew. 

As sear'd leaves after autumn storms." 



(( 



Like Hornets crush'd within their shell. 
Around the mail-clad Warriors lay ; 
While firagment8,-*firom above which fell,* 
Choked up the narrow gloomy way." 



" From hands unseen on every side, 
It seem'd, had sped the shafts of death ; 

Apd horse, and rider, there had died, 
As smitten by the Simoon's breath." 

*' Known by his plume and scarf alone, 
bodies thickly compass'd round) 



tBB HAUMTBB WBLL. l2l 



Beneath a mighty mass of stone, 
At length, Sir Hildebrand -we found." 

" We bore him out sore sorrowing, 
And where a towering-pahn does wave. 

And gushes forth a crystal spring, 
Deep in the sand we dug his graye." 

*' The gore-stain*d banner, was his pall. 
And when we there his form had laid, 

Unto his brave retainers all. 
The rites of sepulture we paid." 

** Then rose amid the solitude, 
Our voices, in the requiem blent. 

And then, as men by grief subdued. 
Our backward steps we slowly bent." 

'* Reaching the camp, I earnest sought, 

(Within his now deserted tent) 
The parchment scroll, whereon was wrought, 

Your Chieftain's latest testament." 

'* For oft, he had requested me. 
Should death in Syria lay him low, 

With it, in haste to cross the sea. 
That you his last behest might know." 

** Your Lord and I as brothers were, 
I've known him from his earliest years, 

Each joy, each grief, with him did share. 
But see ! the learned Priest appears." 
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The will wu open'd,— read aloud. 
And o'er the Stranger's awajrthy hce. 

Like lightning, bursting firom a cloud, 
A smile play'd for a moment's space. 

For he ! was named the Baron's heir. 
Lord of the vale, and forest green, 

And guardian of that Child so dear. 
The gentle Lady Emmeline ! 

Well, timepass'don, the Stranger Lord, 
Assumed the old baronial riles ; 

Again was spread the festive board. 
In revelry consumed the nights. 

But not as it was wont to be. 
No Dames, and Gavaliers, wese seen. 

But those, who form'd that company. 
Were men of dark and ruffian mien. 

And when they'd quaflTd, th» spicy draughty 
Until their reasoning power» had fled, 

'Twas thus "who arm'd the deadly shaft ? 
Who roll'd the rocks from overhead ?" 

Then oaths broke forth» and kaUs obscure, 
Were bandied round in drunken glee. 

Which told of hearts and hands impure. 
In bloodshed steep'd» and infamy. 

Yet not at once, was thrown aside 
The specious covering, for awhile 
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The Stranger sought hia oriatm to .bide. 
Beneath a bland, aad wimauig smile. 



v. 



But when the hteMt 'Ht^fbxA WlthSff, 
Not long that foulness is concealed ; 

The Ethiope cannot chaage his dfiiii. 
And murder's stain irtfl%e reNreal'd. 

The old domestics left those halts, 
Where they from childhood up, had trod, 

Heightened and stren|;tJi^n*d, were the waUtfi 
Defied alike was man, and God. 

More bold and fititiie^otis b«rcame, 
The Robber's fierce and bloody band; 

*Till wide was spread his dreaded nme, 
But retributton Waa dl faaad. 

One stormy night, t«itk fdriotU n¥^. 
The north-blast howl'd the turrets round. 

And thro' those caverns voBt and deep. 
The surges rush'd, wiCh deafninl^'aeiind* 

The whispers of relttOta^ to dtftwn. 
The Robbers drained the maddening cup ; 

When sudden, wall and floov sank do^kni. 
And in the abyss Wdte OWAUvw'd np^ 

Not one escaped, Ai midnight's hour 
Was heard their wild despairing yell ; 

And nought, but yofs lone moss-grown towers 
Remains, the dreadful tale to tell. 
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You ask me of tkat beauteous Child I 
Amid these changes, how fared she ? 

Still dwelt she in the forest wild ? 
Still rested 'neath the green- wood tree I 

She did, and better loved to roam 
By gliding stream, and purling rill ; 

Than tarry in her stately home, 
Where menials waited on her will. 

And she had grown a graceful Girl, 
Her stature, for her age, was tall ; 

And unconfined each golden curl. 
Did o'er her well-formed shoulders fall. 

Her brow was white as driyen-Bnow, 
But, sun-embrown' d, her dimpled cheek. 

With health*s rich tints did brighUy glow. 
Her blue eyes, innocence did speak. 

And oft, she'd anzioosly enquire. 
In castle hall, and humble cot. 
For tidings of her absent Sire, 
Which proved he had not been forgot* 

All loved the Lady Emmeline ! 

And she it was, who on that day. 
When first the Stranger-Lord was seen, 

Sat throned and crown'd, the Queen of May. 

And when the direful news she heard. 
Her rosy cheek grew deadly pale, 
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And eagerly she drank each word, 
Of the well-fabricated tale. 

Silent, she heard it to the end. 

Like one who listens to a dream ; 
Then low her lovely head did bend. 

While fast and free, the tears did stream. 

But when the Stranger, from his seat 
Arose, and came with outstretched hand, 

And her, his future ward, did greet. 
In accents mildly soft, and bland. 

She started from her rustic throne, 
" Approach me not" she shuddering said, 

" A feeling, hitherto unknown. 
Fills all my breast, with doubt and dread." 

** I never look'd on man before. 

And deem'd him other than a friend, 
But thou art not, for there is gore ! 

Upon the hand thou dost extend." 

" I cannot take that proffer'd hand, 

I cannot bear to meet thine eye, 
A mangled form ! there seems to stand 

Between, and bids me contact fly." 

" Oh ! ask me not t? go with thee. 

Or I with terror, shall expire ; 
Still let me roam the forest free. 
No lands or wealth will I desire." 
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'' WoU Mtiden, well/' he 

** I would not thwart thy F«lher'« OuM ! 
Dwell itUl within the forest ^ade. 

Do ttUl A lovely Wood-Nymph wfld." 

*' Yet e'er thou goest I would fain, 
Bxobange with thee the kiss ef peace ; 

BanUh thoie fancies from thy brain, 
Oome, ihy one t let thy trembjings cease. 

*' What itlU mine enemy f well, well, 
Thott*li know me better by-and-by, 

00 fur the present, fare4hee-well ! 
I'll not intrude, thy eovertntf^/* 

The Maiden sought her forest bower, 
Her bower beneath the hawthorn green ; 

But never, never, (Vom that hour, 
ller form so beautUUl was seo^ 

Her vuloe, which happi^^ss «xprest, 
He-(^ohued through ihe woods no more ; 

No mure, a gladly-welcomed guest, 
Hhe pais'd the cottage ihreshold o'er. 

'Til said that shrUki wore hjOcurd that nighl^, 
Upon the gale, so shiill and desx, 

Pilling the breasts with wild afiVight, 
Of those, who dwelt ^e fof esjt neart 



Hor favourite spot was t)us lone 4<eU* 
Here would she pass tlie noon-Ude 2m>uiv ; 
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Beside this very nunM Well, 
In twining wreaths of ammnerwflowers. 

And here, whennighi the aeene o'erosst, 

She slept within a narrow space, 
Which, 'tis supposed, ifi ages past. 

Had been a hermit's resting place. 

r 

'Twas then arch'd o'er with sculptured stone, 
With many a quaint device eawrought; 

And save this Maid^ fair alose. 
To linger near, none ever sougihjt. 

For even then, strange tales of blood. 

Were told of this aecluded spot. 
Which in the ever rolling flood 

Of time, have long since been foj^ot. 

And when they sought the country roundi 

Some tidings of her fate to gain. 
Beside this Well, her hat was found, 

And on the gra«s a gory stain. 

Then rose, within the searcher's Inreast, 

Conviction strong, the lovely Maid, 
For ft^elings openly expsest, 

A deadly forfeiture had paid. 

And ever since, when moon-beams bright, 

Are glancing on the crystal tide, 
'Tis said a figure clothed in white, 
' Like her's, does thro' the green-wood glide. 
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The Maiden ceased, and now a scream 

Broke shrilly from the startled three. 
For clearly, by the bright moon-beam, 

A form advancing coold they see ; 
Like startled deer, two swiftly fled. 

But she, who did the tale relate. 
Overcome by terror, lay as dead, 

In motionless, and senseless state. 

I hasten'd from my hiding place, 

I raised her from the dewy sward, 
And sprinkling water on her face. 

Returning life, did soon reward 
My efforts, from her opening eyes, 

A timid doubting glance she threw. 
Which changed to one of glad surprise, 

For her supporter well she knew. 

And like the eastern sky at mom, 

Blush' d rosy red her blooming cheek. 
Meanwhile the Ghost ! a milk-white Fawn ! 

To quench its thirst the spring did seek. 
I laugh' d her idle fears away, 

We left the dingle side-by-slde. 
To-morrow is my wedding-day« 

Reader ! canst guess, who'll be the Bride ? 
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EACH denizen of air hath sought itt neat, 
The cloister-loving bat, has gone to rest, 
The humming beetle, home hath winged its flight, 
Which heralds in the dreary hours of night. 
And brooding darkness covers all around 
A sombre pall, inscrutably profound, 
Shrouds now the landscape, mingling hill and dale, 
Hidden alike, broad lake and river lies 
And leafy forest, from whose depths arise, 
Sounds, which proclaim the fast increasing gale. 

The faint ray of the sickly moon, is seen 

But for a moment, quickly intervene. 

The ebon clouds, which through the realms of space, 

Like legions of dark spirits, urge the chace ; 

In heavy broken masses, on they press, 

Hiding the blue vault's star-gemm'd loveliness ; 

The bird of night, shrieks from his ivy bower, 

■ 

While borne upon tlxe breeze, is heard t e howl 
Of the gaunt wolf, which from his den doth prowl, 
And wakes the echoes of the moss-groirn tt if«r. 



Ktw, from hit dark ratrtat, tlie Tobb«r static 
Ib laareli of plondar ; pausing, lo ! he feels 
The adge of hit keen dagger, soon to diink 
The life's blood of hia victim ; on the brink 
Of the rude precipice, -which juts far o'er 
The ocean's waters, where, with deafning roar. 
They rush the caverns through, up wildly streams. 
With ruddy glare, the warning watch-tower'a fi^t. 
The f torm-tost sailor, views it with affiright, 
▲s far and wide, it o'er the white foam gleams. 

Well doss he know that place has been the grave 
Of thousands, who beneath the whelming wave, 
(Which fUrious rushes on the rock-bound coaat) 
Have perished, and their bones, a ghastly host. 
Lie, far, far down, to monsters dire a prey. 
Where sounding plummet never found its way ; 
He sees their danger, but in vain he strives. 

To urge his vessel past the fatal spot, 

The whirlpool sucks her, to the "Mermaid's Grot," 
That place of sure destruction, on she drives. 

She strikes 1 the riven timbers with a crash 
Are scattered o'er the waves, which furious dash. 
And foam in horrid mockery around, 
On the night-gale their shrieks for help resound. 
Vain are those cries, no human aid is near, 
Gradual they die away, and silence drear 
▲gain resumes her sway, of all that band, 
That enterprising band, who left their home, 
In search of glory, o*er the seas to roam, 
\st erne, will e'er regain his native land. 
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Gold, cold, in death they lie, the roaring surge, 
- And howling winds, ring out their funeral dirge ; 
Vainly their friends, will look for theit return. 
The hearts which beat for them in vain will yeani« 
And cheeks will blanch with sorrow, still the cry 
Will be, *' they come not,*' tears will dim the eye, 
^ And hope' deferred,— that sickness of heart 
Which gnaws the vitals, saps the soul away, 
And urges on a premature decay,— 
Will, to the mourner's face, death's hue impart. 

At length perchance the wave may bring to ligbt. 
Some floating relic of this fatal night, 
Thus realizing all their direst fears, 
And the grief-stricken watcher, when she hean 
Her lover'sT-husband's fate, will eager greet 
The grave, as, from her woes, a blest retreat : 
But hark ! from whence does soimd that deep-toned bell. 
It thrills and vibrates on the startled ear, 
Breaking the stillness, sonorous and clear, 
It must be, yes ! it is the Sailor's Knell ! 

How awfully impressive is that sound, 
Amid the voiceless silence so profound, 
Which, save by that, holds indisputed sway. 
As though all human life had past away : 
Now o'er the mind reigns superstition's power, 
Peopling with ghastly shapes the midnight hour. 
Loud swells the strain, peal quickly follows peal. 
With din astounding, and do now arise, 
Shrieks, yells terrific, and discordant cries. 
While meteors flasbi and spectral formB revtal.. 

X. 2 
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What horrid Phantom breaks upon my sight. 
Curdling my blood, with horror and aifiri^t ? 
What grinning Fiend, is it before me stands ? 
Fleshless, and hneless, are the face and hands, 
The eye-balls glare, and light the skinny face. 
Most Demon-like, with slow and noiseless pace. 
It steals through the apartment, from the hearth 
The burning faggot does a red light send. 
But on the form, no shadow does attend; 
Aerial it seems, oh God ! that dreadful laugh ! 

The Spectre pauses, now it turns again 
And glares upoa me, wildly throbs my brain, 
Eachnerre and sinew, seems as thou^ 'twould crack; 
Strange noises fill n^y ear, back ! Demon back ! 
Approach me not I I start, and starting break. 
The slumber which enwrapt me, now awake, 
I gase around, the moon with her pale beam, 
EmexfjBS from the clouds, dispells the gloom. 
And pours a flood of rich light through the rooih, 
Ko Ghost is there, thank God ! 'twas but a Dream ! 
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AN INVOCATORY ODE, 



SHAKE oflf thy lethargy, my Lyre ! 

Awake ! or be for erer mute, 
Deign, O Apollo ! to inspire 

My tuneless soul^with harmony, 

That, as my trembling fingers fly 
Across the strings. 
On zephyr's wings 

Be borne a tide of melody, 
Entrancing rich, and sweet ; 
Such as from out the dark retreat 

Of Hades, drew Eurydice, 
When Orpheus, breathed upon the lute. 
At whose soft sound. 
Were all around 

To listening silence hush'd; 
E'en tortured spirits ceased to moan. 

Nor longer felt the gnawing pain. 
And forms inanimate of stone. 

With trees, danced nimbly o'er the plain. 

While waterfalls, which gush'd 
Adown the steeps with deaf ning din^ 
Did pause their rocky beds within, 
And beasts of prey, grown meek and tame. 
From out their darksome cavetni came. 
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Y« Mcrtd Kine !— 'who dwell aboTe 
Id bright Parnassian bowers,-— 
Descend ! descend ! 
And to me lend 
A portion of your powers; 
QiTt to my speech an energy diTine, 
That like a gliding stream, on which does dune 
Sol's goldon beam, 
My song may seem, 
Fraught' with the joys of summer hours : 
And granl, youthful God of Lotc ! 
A pinion f^om thy radiant wing, 
First deign to' dip * 

Its downy tip, ; 

In some pure Heliconic spring, 
That, as I sip, 
From off my lip 
The cadences may smoothly slip 
Al when upon Arcadia's plains, 

Delphicus, in disguise did stray. 
And sang, unto the sportive trains 

Of swains, and shepherdesses gay, 
A strain replete with bliss, and pleasure, 
A gladsome, glee-diffusing measure ! 

Oome Echo I Arom thy secret cell, 

Thy lonesome, deep retreat, 
From whence full oft thy mocking shell, 

The listening ear does greet ; 

Thou ever heard, but never seen, 

Whether thou dost in forests green. 
With Satyrs, Fauns, and Dryads dwell, 

Or by the Naiad^aunted rUI, 
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On sloping side of heathery hill, 
Where Fairies dance the midnight ound. 
And Elves in Lunae's soft beams bound. 

With magic shouts of revelry ; 

Whether thou on the gale dost fly, 
Or hid*st in caverns under ground 

Where swarthy Gnomes the anvils ply : 
My strains repeat, 
Take up ! take up ! each dying fall, 
And each expiring note, recall 
From the embrace of silence dreur, 
'Till vibrates all the vaulted sphtr* 

'Till o'er the earth, , 
And o'er the deep. 

The sounds of mirth, 
Do loudly sweep. 

That far and wide, the name may ring. 
Of her ! for w^oni I wake tlie string. 
Who to my soul, is as the " green retreat" 

The "oasis" in life's sterill wilderness 
The one bright spot, 
Where storms come not, 
Which, does the wanderer, gladly greet. 

When overcome by weariness : 
And but for whom had, still unstrung. 

My wild harp on the bough remain'd 
These uncouth rhymes had ne'er been sung, 

'Twere better had I e'en restrain'd 
The feelings of my heart, for she, 
Is all too bright, for one like me. 
Whose life is like to be a scene, 
Far, far, from peaceful, and serene ; 
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•Tit wrong, mott blameaWe, I know. 

Thus, likea blight to cross her way. 
And could I but subdue the ^ow 

Of lore, which til my soul does swsy. 
But no I ye gloomy doubts disperse. 

On themes like these, I wiU not think. 
No more will dark forebodings nuzse, 

I-tst to despondency I sink. 

'ill up 1 All up! 
The sparkling cup I 
Come Bacchus ! with thy jovial throng. 
From Ida's spicy groves among, 

Come, come, with vine-leaves crown'd; 
And Laughter ! let thy peals resound. 
Come Mirth ! with all thy gleeful crew. 
Flora ! with flowers the scene bestrew, 

Thy fruits Ponoma ! bring. 
Fresh from the bough, while yet the dew 

Does to them cling ; 
And bounteous Ceres ! be thou near. 
Wave over head the golden ear 

Of yellow grain; 
And by her side oh take your stand, 
Glad Peace I and Plenty 1 hand-in-hand ! 

Come till ye train 
Of Gods ! from high Olympus' mount. 
And Nymph's I from Thessaly's clear fount. 
Whose white feet glance, 
As ye joyous dance 
To the pipe and tabor's sound. 
When Hesper flingef h his rays afar. 
And Dian mounts her silver car. 
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Come Hebe ! ever young and fair, 

Ever blooming, ever gay, 
Erer blithe, and debonair. 
Child of light, an4 life, and air. 
Youth, which cannot pass away ; 
Glittering as the salt-sea spray. 
As it brightly gleams - 
In the orient beams. 
Cast by the rising God of Day ; 
Fragrant as flowers in May, 
When the breezes^bland 
Of a sunny, land, 
Thro* their leaves, at dewy eve-tide stray. 
Cup-bearer to mighty Jove, 

Dweller in the realms on high, 
Goddess, formed for joy and love. 
Endowed with immortality. 
From whom all fell disorders fiy, 
' With whom remain 
No care, or pain; 
Descend ! from out yon starry sky, 
Descend ! to earth, 
Diffusing mirth, 
Oh ! hear a suppliant mortal's cry. 

Ye Sylphs !— whose home is boundless spact, 
Whose flight we vainly seek to trace ; 
Beings bright ! 
As thistle-down light, 
In whom is nought material. 
But like the soul, etherial,— 
Oh ! make her your peculiar care, 
Watch o'er her in the hours ©f night. 
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And from her downy pillow scare 

All phantoms that affright ; 
Let not a yision wild or rude, 
Upon her balmy sleep intrude, 
But bright and blissful be her dreams. 
Of flowery meads, meandering streams. 

And cloudless skies serene. 
With pleasure fraught, and happiness ; 
And may her waking hours no less. 

Pass 'mid a gladsome scene, 
A scene, to look upon and bless ; 
Oh ! may her life, 
Be free from strife, 
Ne'er may she know. 
One hour of woe. 
Ne'er feel afflictions bitterness. 

Cease, cease , old Time ! to turn thy glass. 

Relax thy features in a smile, 
Ye winged Hours ! less quickly pass. 
Here pause awhile, 

And join the glad festivity ; 
And thou inexorable Death ! 
Approach not, with thy blighting breath 
The scene to mar ; 

Discord ! and Hate ! and Jealousy ! 
Keep, keep afar. 
Go seek some more congenial spot, 
Here, all dark passions are forgot : 
War ! turn thy chariot aside. 

For here does Peace, reign paramount, 
Dark scowling Enyy ! fiery Pride I 

Not here, your tales recount. 
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Back Murder ! to the lonely glen, 

Rapine, and Bloodshed, wait thee there. 
Go howling Madness ! to thy den, 

There rend thy fetters, tear thine hair. 

Call on thy brother grim Despair, 
With Superstition, who doed dwell, 

And Bigotry, and brooding Care, 
Within the gloomy cloister'^ cell. 

But oh ! ye white-robed gentle race. 

Of Virtue^ ! hither come. 
Her bosom make thy resting place, 

Her guileless heart, thy home ; 
It is a temple worthy thee. 
So undefiled, from sin so. free : , 

E'er let as now 
Her polished brow. 
Thine impress bear, O Innocence 1 
Beam from her eye 
Meek Modesty ! 
Truth ! guide the reins of eloquence ; 
Come one !— come all !— «ome every grace ! 

A halo round her shed. 
That gazing on her angel face. 
Thy presence there be read. 
As the Nautilus glides 
O^er the slumbering tides. 
With a scarcely-perceptible motion, 
May of life, her boat, 
Down the current float, 
Of eternity's wide ocean, 
May Health, and all blessings, her progress atteadi 
And calm may she rest, when her yoyage shall end. 
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DelU ! for thee I now inToke, 

The powen of harmony divine, 

A lowly suppliant at their ahrine, 
I bow my knee, in trembling awe, 
Af near the sacred spot I draw, 

And wish that abler hands than mine, 
Had struck the clouds, and waked the Lay, 
In honour of thy Natal Day ! 

Oh ( for thy voice, Euripides I 
That voice which in old Delos broke 

The silence, when each whisp'iing breeze. 
Was with the dulcet tones so fraught, 

Which to the raptured spirit spoke. 
And with its burning fervour caught. 

And in Elysium lapped each sens6 ; 

With bliss, and eztacy intense, 
The glad soul fill'd. 
Though all unskilled, 
To pour along 
The tide of song, 
Though faint my voice, and weak my hand, 
And accents flow not at command, 
Believe me, dearest ! ne'er was pour'd, 
By Bard of old, to one adored, 
A strain so fraught with purest love, 

So free from aught of art or guile, 
As this I from one, who far above 

All blessings, values thy bright smile. 
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ODE TO ECHO. 



SWEET mocking spirit ! tell me where, 

Thou hid'st from human ken ; 
Is it within the wild-Boar's lair. 

Some deep and murky den. 
Within the leafy forest glade. 
Where all is darkness, gloom, and shade f 

Or is it in some cavern hoar, 
With glittering spars hung round. 

Re-bellowing to the Ocean's roar, 
That thou art to be found ? 

Where huge Sea Monsters hold their court, 

And Dolphins gay, and Mermaids sport. 

Or dost thou dare dispute the sway 
Of silence grim, within some nook 

Of gothic ruins, old and grey, 
Long, long, by man forsook ; 

Where every footstep, as it falls. 

Reverberates through the vaulted halls ? 

I hear thy babbling voice reply 
Unto the seunding horn, 
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And yell of Hounds, and Hunter's cry, 

When forth I shall at mom ; 
Perplexing much the timid Deer, 
Who deem, at once two hunts they hear. 

And then at noon, just where those rocks 

O'erhang the pebbly beach, 
I listen to thy voice, which mocks 

The wheeling Sea-Mew's' screech; 
And murmuring melody of wai^s, 
Resounding through those slimy caves. 

But when the blue serene above. 

Is gemm'd with twinkling stars, 
When every sound speaks peace and love, 

And all is hush'd, which mars 
The calm that steals upon the mind, 
And worldly care leaves far behind. 

Oh ! then, oh ! then, tis my delight. 

Within yon ruined pile 
To stand, and view the chequer' d light 

Glance on the fretted aisle ; 
Cast by the bright moon's silvery beam, 
Which through the moss-grown arch does streatn. 

Then does thy voice inspire the soul, 

Like accents of the dead, 
And causes through the breast to roll 

Visions of those long fled ; 
While every marble form, seems rife 
With motion, starting into life. 
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A.nd as the night-breeze softly sighs 

The cloistered walks among, 
The whispering sounds, that thence arise, 

Thou dost in sport prolong; 
As though, from out each dark retreat, 
Spectres did there in conclaye meet. 

The Owl's shrill cry, the noise of wings. 
Which flit athwart the gloom, 

And every other sound that rings 
Around the silent tomb ; 

Are on that dim, and hallowed* ground. 

Repeated oft, from depths profound. 

On mountain's top, in flowery dell. 

Or by the glassy lake, 
If I my voice do raise, thy shell 

Does mimic music make ; 
Returning to my well-pleased ear, 
The tones sent forth, distinctly clear. 

The torrent with its stunning dim, 
The brook which brawls its way, 

The calm, and peaceful vale within, 
Alike confess thy sway : 

Then tell me, sweet, mysterious power ! 

Where is thy secret, hiding bower ? 
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ODE TO THE LARK. 



ON feathery pinions borne throu^ realms of spate. 
Sweet Bird ! thou soarest in the ethery way. 

And at thy Heavenly Maker's dwelling place, 
Thou pourest forth thy tributary lay. 

Ere yet Aurora's glowing tints we trace, 

Or young-eyed dawn, h&s brightened into day. 

Thy warbling strains, so tremulously clear, 
As on the mountain's top I take my stand. 

Strike in my listening, and ravished ear, 
Like seraph's voices from a far-off land ; 

A land all brightness, void of gloom or fear, 
Sheltered by a supreme all-powerful hand. 

'Tis sweet to cast each worldly care aside, 
To give the reins to fancy, and to soar 

•Mid heights sublime, on winged clouds to ride, 
Alighting on that dim, and distant shore, 

Laved by an ever-flowing balmy tide 
Of love divine, where woe is felt no more. 

The soul, like thee ! unfettered loves to cleave 
The interminable void, with upward spring, 
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Like thee ! this cold and selfish world to leave, 
And off the cumberous load of clay to fling, 

Which binds it here below, and thus relieve 
Itself of gross alloys, which round it cling. 

No sound is heard, save thy sweet melody. 
Which faintly floats upon the morning-gale. 

While all around is dim obscurity. 
Thick mists, enveloping the smiling vale. 

In masses of grey vapour, and the eye. 
Does vainly try to pierce the envious veil. 

Anon the dappled east, begins to glow 
With roseate tints, by golden Phoebus shed. 

Bright, and more glorious, they each moment grow, 
*Till all the sky's with crimson hue bespread ; 

Which onward, like a sea of flame does flow, 
And casts a dazzling radiance over head. 

This fades away, and the refulgent sun. 
Does now upon the horizon's verge appear, 

Prepared his daily course of light to run, 
The darkness of this nether world to cheer; 

His gloom-dispelling beams, the vapours shun. 
And rolling upward, gradual disappear. 

Now what a scene does burst upon the sight, 
The scattered hamlet, with its gliding stream, 

Which through the grassy meads with flowers bedight, 
Meandering, does like molten silver seem ; 

The eye excursive roams in rich delight, 
O'er prospects, which with varied beauties teemr 

L 
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Now does the Cock's shrill clarion awake 
The drowsy Peasant, starting from his sleep, 

He hies him to the fields, and soon does break, 
The anvils clang, reverberating deep 

The vale along ; all living things do shake 
Their slumbers off, and into motion leap. 

I 

The low of Kino, the fleecy charge's bleat. 

And all the varied sounds of rural life, 
Arise from out that |)eaceful calm retreat. 

While, mellowed by the distance, the shrill fife, 
And trumpet's martial call, the ear does greet, 

TeUing of war, where all is free from strife. 

The busy hum of the full City, now 

Mingles with these, recalling to my mind. 

That I must hasten from the mountain's brow. 
And through the vale, my footsteps homeward wind. 

To join the dull routine, and study how, 
I bert may act, "(he part to me iidaignted. 

Sing on, sweet aeiM Voyager'! fhy ^hdn, 
A soothinjpcattnlias o*ef my ^piritclist. 

Has eased it of a Ibafl bf woe ^ahd pain. 
Has taught me io be '^tonkfdl for tiie pist, 

And for the future murmuring to restrain. 
Trusting inOiie-! ^<irh^ bs^hls power^isvast. 
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SONNETS. 



HOW beautiful is Mom ! wh«ii airs setcne, 

A quiet undisturbed! a blest repose ! 

Ere yet the pearly east -with puijple glows, 
Or Sol invests the sky with golden sheen ; 
When vapoury mists around are wreathing seen, 

In changing shapes fantastic,. as the gale 

Sweeps softly sighing o*er the hidden vale. 
And waves the grass which elothes the hill-tops green : 

Then is the fevered spirit soothed to rest, 
There is no eztaey, no wild delight, 

No mingling of emotions in the breast 
But calm and clear, each thought does wing its flight. 

Unto the throne of Him, who dwells above, 

And all is bliss, and peace, and holy love. 

How beautiful is Noon ! there is a hush. 
But 'tis not like the mon^, for now; is heard 
The drowsy hum of iii0eet,-«fiong pf bird, 

Which float upon the sultry air,; the gush 

Of the vexed streamlet, whifh does brawling rush 
Adown the pebbly steep, and spaxkting gleams. 
As in it play the sun's. meridian beams, 

Not soft and mild,. as when ihey.^xfii did bljoah 
In roseate tints. aloi^g the orient sky, 

But dazslingly intense : then has the mind 
Cast off its freshness, and its purity, 

Has mingled with the world, and then we find 
A solace from our cares and woes in sleep. 
Which eyery sense does in oblivion steep. 

l2 

A 
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How beautiful is Eve ! ere the last ray 
Of radiant light from off the hills does pass ; 
When both the forest trees, and waring grass, 

Are tinged with golden hues, and far away 

In the dim west, are gathered vapours grey. 
Which seem as floating in a sea of light. 
While through them beams of gorgeous lustre bright 

Stream, and o'er all the blue horizon play : 
There is in contemplation of this hour 

A joy tumultuous, and the spirit feels. 
As it to soar above possessed the pow'r, 

And o'er the rapt imagination steals 
A tide of rich, intoxicating thought. 
With feelings deep, and undefined fraught. 

How beautiful is Night ! when to the eye 
The realms of space, so boundless and immense, 
Assume a deeper hue, a blue intense ; 

When thickly strewi) like gems, the stars on high 

Flash out their rays, some fixed, some quiveringly, 
And meteors brightly glance, then disappear, 
Like the ambitious warrior's mad career, 

Soon quenched in clouds of deep obscurity : 
Then as we gaze, an awe unspeakable 

Comes stealing o'er the mind, and visions wild, 
Of dark astrology witlun do swell ; 

Then float soft strains of mWc, and beguiled 
By fancy, voices whisper in our ears. 
Our fates are woven with those burning spheres. 
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PLATONIC LOVE. 



THERE is a Love, with deepest fervour fraught, 
A sacred tie, uniting soul to soul. 
O'er which no sensual passion has controul ; 

A holy fire, from Heaven's high altar caught, 

Youth — beauty— to this pure fl^me are as nought, 
Save youthfulaess, and freshness of the mind. 
From whence emotions flow, deep, undefined, 

And loveliness, which dwells but in the thought ; 

A beauty spiritual, by art untaught, 
Which gives to view each bright imagining. 
Clear as the jets which from a fountain spring. 

Sparkling as drops, by petrefaction wrought 
To adamantine hardness, as they cling. 
Where, through some sparry grot, the waves are mur- 
muring. 

It is a Love, which no estrangmeni knows. 
Defying time and space, while life remains, 
Whate'er it pleasures, or whatever it pains,' 

That sacred flame within the breast still glows, 

And o*er the world's dull path a halo throws. 
Whose guiding ray, from wandering restrains. 
And with its power, each passion dark enchains : 

When does an alabaster vase e'bclose 

A naptha lamp, it on the scene bestows, 
A chastened beam, which penetrates each spot 
With its mild lustre, lights, but dazzles not ; 

As that the darkness dissipates our woes, 
Are in the indulgence of this Love, forgot. 

We ceaso to think of clouds, which shadow o'er or 
lot. 
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It is a Love, with which nought mean or base 
Can ever mingle, deep, though passionless. 
And little understood by those who press. 

Onward in folly's enervating chace, 

Who, so their idol hath a lovely face, 
—A beauteous form, find joy in her caress, 
And care not, so the eye desire express. 

The thoughts which dwell within her breast, to trace^ 

Though it be foul, as is a burial place, 
With vices, as with noisome weeds, o'ergrown, 
Where rank Comiption, has usurped the throne 

f^ meek-eyed Modesty, fronv whence the race, 
O f gentle Virtues have affrighted flown, 
And where,by Passions dark, each harrier's overthrown. 

It is a Love, Which only Ihose can feel 
Of nobler nature, who aside have cast, 
All grovelling desires, and who have j>ast. 

Without contamination, the ordeal 

Of joys delusive, which the senses steal, 
And cling full oft, unto the spirit fast. 
In the rough passage o'er life's ocean vast; 

It breaks of bright futurity the seal, 

And to our better feelings does appeal. 
Such is the Love, of which, when Preece was young. 
The philosophic Plato ! told and sung, 

As he 'mid caverncd solitudes did kneel,' 
When all inspired, his clasfiic harp he strung, • 
And wide throughout the world, the strains melodious 
rung. 
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MOI CHERE AMIE. 



•mm 



Moi Chere Amie ! to thee I longing turn. 
As turns the traveller o'er the desertwide. 
To the cool gushing spring's pellucid tide, 

So for thy presence does my spirit yearn, 

Within -whose deep recesses, does there bum 
A fire unqaenchabje ; although I hide. 
My passion from the world, who would deride. 

Such pure, such deep devo^on, though you spu^ 
The proffered heart, so solely, wholly yours. 

Thy cherished image there, will e'er remain, 
Mine is a passion which for aye endures, 

'Mid joy, 'mid sorrow, health, or moody pai^; 
Life, and its troublous cares, must pass away> 
Ere in my breast, that bright flame oaa decays. 

Moi Chere Amie ! I must not call thee hy) 
A fonder, or a more endearing name,*— 
How like a blight, across my fond hopes came 

The knowledge that all vainly did I sigh ; 

How oft, when gazing on tlty beaming eye, 
Has fancy conjured up an answering flame, 

m 

Shining therefrom, then through my youthful firamOt 
What feelings of ecstatic joy did fly ; 

Scarce knowing why, I |pvell'd in delight. 
Like the gay fly in noontide's sunny hour, 

I saw no omen of the coming night. 
Filled was my soul, with love's soft witchiiurp(»wer ; 

Alas ! I can but weep those days now flown^ 

That /so wretched, tkouzo cold, art grown. 
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Moi Ch<re Amie ! and am I then forbid, 

To pour tny vows of love into thine ear. 

To tell thee all I hope, and all I fear 7 
But what have 1 to do with hope ! amid 
My load of disappointments it is hid,-^ 

Quenched,-— gone for ever; once 'twas brightly cle&r. 

And as a glancing meteor did appear, 
But like that meteor, o'er a quagmire did 

Evanish, leaving nought but doubt, and gloom. 
From which the sickening soul would gladly fly. 

To seek repose within the silent tomb, 
From this world's ways of dark obliquity : 

But no ! I still must tread the weary round, 

Though merged the path, in darkness so profound. 

Moi Chere Amie ! the blissful dream is o'er, 
My heart is now, as is a blasted tree 
Whose leafless branches hang all droopingly $ 

Or as a wreck upon some rock -bound shore, 

Round which the foaming surges^ break and roar ; 
Or as a stringless lute whose sounds of glee 
Are hushed for ever, still doe^ unto thee ! 

Each aspiration turn,— ^-as it of yore 
Was wont to do,— of this fond faithful heart, 

I cannot tear thy beauteous image thence. 
But ihust until life's close, endure the smart 

Of love unanswered, fervent, and intense ; 
Oh ! could I plunge in Lethe's fabled stream, 
Then all forgotten might be that fond dream ! 

Moi Chere Amie ! another soon perchance 
May speak to thee in thrilling tones of love, 
^''ho happier than I, thine heart may move. 
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Whofie soul like mine, thy beauty does entrance ; 

As unto him you list, let memory glance 

On one ! who worships thee all things above, 
Who long has with his hopeless passions strove ; 

On one ! whose foremost wish, was to advance 
Thine happiness, and who to see thee blest. 

Though with that other, freely would resign, 
All he posesses, or has e'er possess' d. 

Whose life, whose every thought, is only thine ! 
Who though forbid to hope, cannot controul. 
The boundless love for thee, which fills his soul. 

Moi Chere Amie ! as to the polar star^ 
Which guides him o'er the ocean's pathless way, 
The voyager does adoration pay ; 

As did the eastern Magi, from afar 

Hail the bright beam of promise ; as. the car, 
The orient car of Sol,^when breaking day 
Flashes along the east with golden ray,— 

Is hail'd by worshippers of fire ; as are, 
The relics of a saint to devotee ; 

Visions which glance amid* the hours of night ; 
So is thy form of loveliness to me, , 

For my possesion, much too pure, to bright ; 
Thou seem'st an emanation from on high. 
Making all beautiful, when thou art nigh. 

Moi Chere Amie ! when borne upon the gale 
Of dewy eve, the melody so bland, 
Of music meets mine ear, I listening stand, 

And as the Switzer, from his native vale 

Far, far away, in fancy does inhale^ 
Again the breezes of his moimtain land. 
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'Mid scenes, where nature looks sublimely grand; 
Again pours fortli, of Ioto, his artless tale. 

By Zurich's waters, unto Zurich's maid ; 
So listen I again to thy sweet voice, 

The scenes of by gone yeans are all display'd, 
When in thy smile my yoiuig heart did rejoice ; 

Ere disappointment came, with withering power. 

To cloud the brightness of that blissful hour. 

Moi Chore Amie ! think not that I am glad, 

Because my face does oilen wear a smile; 

'Tis but assumed the cold worid to beguile. 
In gayest moments is my heart most sad ; 
I would not that the heartless, and the bad,— < 

The selfish crowd, so fraught with falsehood's guiley 

And base deceit,— I would not aug^t so rile. 
Should penetrate my secret, they ne'er had, 

Ne'er entertained a passion half so pure ; 
With such a love, they could not sympathize. 

Their only aim and end, is to allure, 
And sin and folly, dress in virtue's guise, 

To mix with suchf ne'er may it be thy lot, 
Moi Chore Amie !. my loved ! my unforgot ! 



TELLE EST LA VIE. 



* Tis mom ! the bark with flowing sail 
Bounds joyous o'er the deep, 

A dewy freshness fills the gale, 
And calm the waters sleep ; 
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The heart of the voyager is rife 
With gay delight, to him this life, 

A scene of pleasure seems ; 
As bright, as peaceful, and serene, 
With nought of gloom to intervene, 

As pictured in his dreams : 
** Telle est la vie" when first we leave 

The home of boyhood's- years, 
Ere the young heart has cause to grieve, 

The eye is dimm*d by tears ; 
What schemes of happiness we fbrm. 
All reckless of the coming storm. 



'Tis noon ! the sky is overcast, 

Far, far, from, sight is land, 
The billows heave, and howls Oxe blast. 

In place of breezes bland $ 
His spirits sink, as muttering round. 
Is heard the thunder's awful sound, 

And faint is seen the play 
Of lightning, o'er the foaming wave, 
Which soon perchance, may prove his grave^ 

Those bright dreams fade away : 
" Telle est la vie" when manhood's care^i 

Steal darkening o'er the mind. 
When sunken rocks, and whirlpool snares. 

We 'neath the sur&ce find ; 
Then mourn we o'er those visions bright, 
Those buds of promise, doom'd to blight. 

'Tis night ! and now a drifting wrecks 
The bark is onward borne, 
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No streamers gay her spars bedeck. 

Of helm, and rigging shorn, 
Helpless she drives, with nought to guide 
Her course upon the stormy tide, 

Hark ! how the breakers roar, 
She strikes ! dnd soon to pieces goes. 
Are ended all the seamen's woes. 

His care and pangs are o'er: 
•' Telle est la vie" when feeble grown, 

And powerless from old age, 
The' sport of every wind that's blown. 

Where all rude warfare wagt ; 
Then worn with buffettings and grief, 
Within the grave we find relief. 

Change we the scene, — the storm has past, 

The vessel has withstood 
The fiiry of the angry blast, 

The rushing of the flood ; 
The elements have sunk to rest. 
Upon the ocean's placid breast, 

Reflected is the ray. 
Of the pale moon, which in the sky 
Rides with a calm serenity. 

And glitters in the spray : 
" Telle est la vie " to him who bears 

In meek humility his pains. 
Who casts on One above, his cares, 

And firm in faith remains. 
Reader ! like his may thy lot be, 
Andmay'st thou say, *• Telle est la vie." 
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MEMENTO MORI. 



The following lines refer to One, — ^with whom the Author 
was on terms of intimate acquaintance,— cut short 
in a career Of dissipation, by the hand of death ; 
who was summoned from hence, in the spring-tide 
of life, ''with all his imperfections on his head," 
without warning, or preparation. The sight of that 
form, shrouded, coffined, and motionless, which he 
had seen but a few days previous, all life and 
spirits ; filled with the joyousness, and bright antici- 
pations of youth, made an impression, too deep ever 
to be erased. May those who are now pursuing a 
similar path, t^e timely warning by his fate, and 
pause, ** lest a worse thing come upon them." 



I KNEW him in youth's gleeful prime, 

When all was glad, and all was gay; 
When merry as a marriage chime. 

And smiling as a summer's day. 
With song, and jest, and festive mime. 

We passed the joyous hours away ; 
The flight of time we heeded not, 

So winged with bliss the moments flew, 
The presage of man's troubled lot, 

Before no darkening shadow threw, 
We thought, nor dreampt not, of the hour. 
When aUmoflt bow to Death's grim pow'r. 
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The world seemed one eternal springs 

Nought that was gloomy met our eyes, 
Gay sounds of mirth around did ring, 

And flowers did from the earth arise ; 
How fondly does the spirit cling, 

To those bright scenes of sunny skies, 
The prospect naw, how changed, how drear, 

O'erclouded by the world's alloys, 
And nvemorydrops the bitter tear, 

For him, -who shared those youthful joys; 
Whose form now moulders in the tomb. 
Cut ofT in early manhood's bloom. 

When first the mom, in blushing pride, ^ 

Looks forth, the Stag bounds o'er the mead; 
The Lark upon the gale does ride. 

Exulting in its young wing's speed ; 
The Trout within the glassy tide, | 

Glide gaily on, nor danger heed i 
Around, above, all things rejoice. 

In vernal bloom bedecked, the trees 
Are waving, and the still small voice, 

Of insects, float upon the breeze ; 
We scan the boundless blue serene. 
Where not a cloud is wreathing seen. 

The Hunter's bugle wild, and shrill. 

Is heard for echoing x>'er the plain; 
The Fowler watches on the hUl, 

Nor points his tube of death' in vain ; 
Exerted is the Angler's skill,' 

Expires the Trout 'mid throes of pain; 
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All suddenly, bursts forth the storm, 
Bestrewn with blossoms is the ground, 

Dim yapour does the scene deform, 
And dark destruction hovers round; 

Thus, is the spoiler ever nigh, 

None know how soon his shafts may fly. 



Hush'd is the laugh, the ready jest, 

Hushed are that voice's mellow strains. 
Cold is the hand which oft I've prest. 

In friendship, and no light remains 
Within those eyes, whose glance exprest 

Each wild emotion, as the reins, 
Were loosely o'er his passions held, 

Or he perchance had still been here, 
'Gainst all controul his mind rebell'd. 

And little deemed his end so near; 
Amid a scene of mirth, the blow 
Was struck, which laidiiis form so low. 



I gazed upon his pallid face. 

In death's habiliments array'd, 
I gazed,— but vainly sought to trace. 

The smile, which lately there had play'd ; 
All, all, had vanished, every grace. 

Which living, had that face display'd ; 
A few short hours, such change had wrouglit, 

As though long, long, and lingering years, 
Had o'er him passed, with trouble fraught. 

An age of pain ! and gloom ! and tears ! 
Oh ! may his follies be forgiven, 
And may his soul find rest in Heaven. 
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Oh ! it is terrible to view, 

(Stretched motioiiless upon the bier. 
The face o'erspread with livid hue,) 

One whom in life we held most dear; 
To know the soul, we fancied true 

To us, has left this earthly sphere ; 
That ncTermore that voice will greet 

The ear, whose tones we loved so well. 
Those hands no more the grasp will meet, 

Which told of friendship's fairy spell ; 
We gaze, and scarce believe it aught, 
Than some dark dream, with horror fraught. 



Grim Death ! thou art indeed a king ! 

What are earth's potentates to thee ? 
When thou abroad thy dart dost fling. 

Each face is veiled, is bent each knee ; 
Thou spreadest forth thine ample wing. 

And gloom prevails o'er land and sea ; 
The rich, the poor, the weak, the strong. 

Alike are subject to thy power, 
Vain is the struggle to prolong, 

(When thou dost will the parting hour) 
The tenure of our lives, each tie. 

Which bound us here, is broken then. 
Is rudely severed. Oh ! may I, 

Meet that hour well prepared, that when 
My soul is summoned to appear 
Above, it may have nought to fear. 
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FASHION'S VOTARESS. 



I KNEW her when, as faiiy light. 

She 'mid the scenes of childhood stray'd^ 
When o'er her laughing eyes so bright. 

The sunny ringlets wildly play*d ; 
Then, all was artless joy and peace. 

Within her gently heaving breast. 
And every hour seemed but t'increase. 

The happiness her smile expressed. 

Those promised charms are now matured. 

And grace in every feature dwells. 
But oh ! the smile which then allured. 

No longer guileless pleasure tells ; 
Amid the heartless and the gay. 

At Fashion's shrine she bows the knee. 
And passions wild, that breast now sway, 

Which then from all but peace was free. 

Surrounded by a flattering throng. 

With power to please by nature given. 
She moves the glitteiing crowds among. 

And seems too bright, for aught but Heav'n ; 
With form divine, amid the dance, 

She glides the admired of every eye. 
And voice, whose silvery tones entrance. 

Why then escapes that bitter sigh ? 

»..A ---.M ^^^ yiew beneath the mask, 

^8hion'8 pupils ever wear, 
w 
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Y<ra need not, would not, longer ask 
Can aorrow dw«U with one lo fair ? 

Nor wonder why the etarting tear. 
Which Tainly oft she strires to hide, 

Breaks forth, from out that eye so clear. 
And down her lorely cheek does glide. 

Her mind is like a yessel tost. 

Helpless upon the stormy main. 
The path of yirtue once when lost. 

Can seldom be retraced again ; 
That face which most in smiles is drest. 

And nought but gaiety reveals, 
Full oft beneath the silken vest. 

The greatest load of grief conceals. 

She weeps, o'er joys which now haye fled. 

And sighs, 'mid dissipation's rotmd, 
As time steals on with noiseless tread. 

That thtre, true pleasure is not found 
Already does guilt's withering curse, 

Lie, like a load upon her heart. 
Oh ! that a mind once pure as her's, 

Should play so yile,«-so lost a part. 

In yain, amid the selfish crowd, 

She seeks a sympathizing friend. 
And feels with grief, her spirit bow'd, 

That none will consolation lend; 
All ! all ! are trifling, light, and yain. 

Or,— enyious of superior charms,— 
With malice filled, would sooner /^olfi. 

Than footkt her bosom's dire alarmi. 



And he !•— who first her footsteps tau^t, 

The flowery paths of sin to tread, 
Those paths which seemed with bliss so fraught,*— 

Has to some newer idol fled ; 
The spell's dissolved, the charm is broke. 

Which bound her heart in loye*s soft chains. 
Now, from the fond delusion woke, 

The sweets are gone, the sting remaiAs. 

Still to an unobserving eye. 

She seems the gayest of the gay. 
And 'mid the Tortex vain does try, 

To chase those gloomy thoughts away; 
Still is she flattered, still caress'd. 

But vows which once did please her ear. 
In their true colours stand confessed. 

Their falsehood and deceit made clear. 

Oh! how I loved that guileless ihxDg ! 

Ere folly had usurped her mind. 
She was entwined in every string. 

And fibre, which my heart did bind; 
She was the idol of my soul ! 

Its gushing spring, of light and life. 
And thoughts which through my breast did toU, 

Were ever with her image rife. 

* 

Oft breathless with delight intense, 

I've listened to her dulcet voice, 
'Till rapture stole o'er every sense, 

And bade each thrilling nerve rejoice ; 
While as the silvery sounds did ring, 

In liquid twf f tness, breathing love, 

2f2 
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On bright imagination's wing, 
My soul haa soared to realms above. 

I fancied her an Angel then. 

And e'er she left her childhood's home. 
She was as pure as spirits, when 

Through blest Elysium's paths they roam ; 
Unused to flattery's artful strain. 

The world, and all its gay delights. 
She fell ! and now remorseful pain. 

Each youthful hope, and promise bligh^ts. 



TO MARGARITA, 



MARGARITA! tell me why 
Downcast is that flashing eye ? 
Why that smoothly polished brow, 

•—As parian marble fair,— 
Is by gloom overshadowed now ? 

Surely nought of care, 
Nought of sorrow, nought of sadness, 
Can have chill'd thy yoimg heart's gladness; 
That heart which e'er was wont to be 
Flowing o'er with mirth and glee. 
Which spake in thy voices melody, 
. And shone in thy beaming smile. 
That in thy presence misery 
Forgot its woes aw)ule, 
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And ceased to feel the bitter smart, 
Caused by affliction's rankling dart. 

Wrapped in pensiye melancholy, 

Musest thou o'er human folly ? 

On life's false delusiye joys, 

Ever mingled with alloys ? 

On confidence, reposed in vain,— 

Fond affections, snapped in twain,—* 

Friendships, soon as formed forgot,-* 

Words, which from the heart came not. 

Frivolous, and void of meaning, 

Which,^when fain thou wouldst be gleaning, 

Comfort in sorrow or distress, — 

Prove hollow, vain, and valueless ? 

Buds of promise early blighted ? 

Vows, in tenderest accents spoken, 
Unto one, now scorned and slighted, 

Who weeps in secret spirit-broken ? 

Oh ! no, thine is not the age, 
When open lies the Stoic's page^ 
AU to thee, as yet is bright, 
Redolent of rich delight ; 
Fraught vnth pleasure is the past, 

And as retrospection's glance, 
Upon the flower-strewn path is cast. 

Distance, its brightness does enhance ; 
Yet, we know not what the morrow 
May produce, and oft'times sorrow. 
Casts before a darksome shade, 
A warning cloud, which does enshroud 
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The spirit, ii it so fair Mmid F 
Post thou feel, upon thee iteal, 

A consciousness of coming ill. 
Which,— like the eddying of the win<^ 
Before a storm,— with undefined 

Forebodings does the bosom fill ? 

They look for thee in the festive hall» 

To join in the segnadille, 
Hark ! to the dancer's merry call. 

Hark 1 to the music's trill ; 
No step is there so light as thine. 

No face as thine is fair, 
Tho' many a fonn of grace divine. 

And many a lovely face is there ; 
Full many a gallant cavalier. 

And many a valiant knight, 
Await, thy dulcet voice to hear. 

And to bask in thy blue eye's light. 

Then tell me Margarita ! why 

Thou from that festive scene dost fly ? 

I'hy lute beside thee ready strung. 

Thy chamber's lattice open flung. 

Through which the moon-beams sweetly sttaU 

And every hidden spot reveal, 

But list !— oh, now I know fiill well. 

Why thou alone dost here remain. 
For rising on the gale's soft swell, 

I hear the Serenader's strain ! 
And now thy gentle bosom heaves, 
>gh, thine o'ercharged heart relieves^ 
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Thine eyes with joy are lighted up, 

That mantling blush does proye, 
That thou hast quaffed from out the cup. 

The Circean cup of Lore ! 

Maiden ! beware his power, the heart 

Once bound by love, is bound for ever. 
He weayes his meshes with such art, 

That none, those silken bonds can seyer ; 
And should the flowers which now entwine 

So gaily round, e'er lose their bloom, 
A woeful, weary lot is thine. 

So fraught with moumfulness, and gloom ; 
But yain I preabh, thy bright eyes glisten, 
As to the charmer thou dost listen. 



THE SERENADE. 



" When the shades of eye are stealing 

O'er the deep, and silent sea. 
And the yesper bell is pealing, 

Wilt thou roam, my loye ! with me, 
To where the orange flowers, 

Shed their perfume in the breeze. 
And the fragrant myrtle bowers, 

Waye beneath the linden trees ?' 



<i 



When the nightingale is singing, 
To the rose his eyening song. 
And the dulcet notes are ringing 
Those perfiuned bowers among; 
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By yon ruins, old and grey, 

W]}ose base the ocean laves, 
We'll watch the moon's first ray, 

A.B she rises from the waves." 

'* When the fire-fly is glancing. 

Beneath the leafy shade. 
With thy Toice my soul entrancing. 

Wilt thou come ? my own loved Maid ! 
And I'U weave for thee a crown, 

Of the sweetest forest flowers, 
Come ! come ! when the sun is down, 

To the scented myrtle bowers. 



Now is thy bright glance cast around, 
Thy lute is caught from off the ground. 
Thy slender fingers sweep the string, 
As thou an answering strain, dost sing. 

THE ANSWER. 



" Now the silvery moon is shining 

On those moss-grown castle walls. 
And the dance, and song combining, 

In my father's festive halls 
To banish every sorrow, 

I will steal away to thee. 
And the hours of night will borrow. 

To rove, from watchers free. 

'* Now all nature lieth sleeping 
^n a hushed, and calm repose. 
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From out the postern creeping, 
I'll meet thee, where the rose 

Blusheth sweetly to the tale^ 
Which her constant bird of night, 

Is pouring from the yale. 
In strains of rich, and fond delight. 

What blissful thoughts are thronging. 

O'er my soul with magic power, 
How my spirit has been longing. 

For this silent, witching hour ; 
Beneath the moon's bright beam. 

With thee, dear youth ! to roam. 
And indulge in love's soft dream, 

Oh ! yes ! yes ! I'll quickly eome. 



THE FUGITIVES. 



THEY left their home in Shiraz' vale. 

That peaceful home of happy hours. 
Where first Abdallah told his tale 

Of love, beneath the Cyprus bowers ; 
Twas there he wooed and won his bride! 

Zulieka, beautiful as light, 
Twas there the infant by his side. 

First ope'd its laughing eyes so bri^t : 
Their dwelling, by the running brook, 

They left, to cross the desert vast. 
And many a longing,— 'lingering look 

Of deep regret, behind was cast : 
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They thought upon the cedar grore, — 

The spreading fig's umbrageoua ahade. 
Where olive branches interwoTe, 

And fountains munn'riag music made ; 
They thought upon each blissful scene. 

Where hand-in-hand they oft had stray'd. 
The morning sun with golden sheen. 

Upon their native streamlet play'd ; 
The goat-bell's well-known, tinkling sound, 
. Upon the gale's soft pinions swept, 
They turned — ^immersed in grief profound. 

They turned,— and bitterly they wept. 

The Valley's Lord in evil hour, 

Had look'd upon Abdallah's wife 
With eyes of love, great was his power. 

Henceforward all was gloom and strife ; 
His proffers spumed, aroused his hate. 

Nought Muley Hassan cared for right. 
He seized their lands, his rage to sate. 

Their only safety lay in flight ; 
And so, they left their peaceful home. 
Houseless, and friendless , forth did roam. 

" Oh Allah ! wondrous are thy ways, 

Inscrutable to human ken, 
And every passing hour displays 

The feebleness of mortal men ; 
We murmur at thy high command. 

Nor deem that all is for the best. 
Oh ! do not let thy chastening hand, 

'^-^ heavily, be on us prest." 
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Thus,— kneeling down,— Abdallah pray'd 

By his expiring camel's side, 
For three days, had the wanderers stray'd 

Across the trackless desert wide ; 
And they had borne their hardships well. 

Without a murmur, scarce a sigh. 
But now, despair began to swell 

Within, at this calamity; 
The fiery simoon's scorching breath. 

Swept o'er the voiceless solitude, 
Struck was their desert-ship by death. 

Exhausted was their drink and food. 

He gazed upon his darling child, 

Upon Zulieka's face he gazed. 
Then starting up, in accents wild, 

Like one by too much sorrow crazed, 
'* She's dead ! the faithful creature's dead I 

And must we perish one and all ? 
Oh Mahomet! upon my head. 

If angry, let thy vengeance fall. 
But spare !"— all suddenly their slave, 

(Who would not leave them in distress) 
Sprang up, and &r on high did wave 

His scarf, while o*er the wilderness' 
Advancing did a cloud appear. 

And drops of joy each eye o'er-ran, 
When gleaming through, was seen the spear 

Of those, who guard the caravan. 
On Jordan's banks, within a verdant dell. 
The resetted Fugitives, at peace now dwell. 



172 ICItCBLLANBOVS POBICS. 



DECLARATION. 



THE gorgeous nm had sunk to rest 

Behind the mountains blue. 
Tinging the brightly glowing west, 

With a rich and golden hue ; 
The gsle of even softly play'd 

The rustling boughs among. 
And echoed, firom the forest glade. 

The woodman's homeward song. 

Upon a verdant tree-crown'd height, 

A lovely maiden stood, 
Just where a parting beam of light. 

Around her form, a flood 
Of radiance cast, and at her feet, 

A youthful lover knelt, 
Who on his hopes of bliss, in sweet 

Impassioned accents dwelt, 

" Cease, Henry ! cease, the flattering tale/' 

Thus tremulous replied 
The maid, then turned toward the vale 

Her face, the tears to hide; 
** Go, go, we part to meet no more, 

Thine, I can never be. 
Those vows of love to others pour. 

But tell them not to me.'* 
What said the lover, was he mute ? 
Oh ! no 'twas thui he urged his suit. 
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'* Oh ! 8%y not, dearest ! we must part. 

That I no more may utterance give, 
To those fond feelings of my heart, 

Which ever, while I live, 
Will beat for thee ! and only thee ! 
Doubt not my truth, my constancy." 

" Deem not my vows are insincere. 

My tongue is clothed in falsehood's guile. 

Nay, banish love ! that pearly tear. 
Recall thy sunny smile, 

I cannot bear to hear thee sigh, 

Or view the tear bedim thine eye." 

" Could you but view within my breast. 

You'd see 'twas as a holy shrine. 
By one sweet saint-like form possest, 

Which lovely form is thine ; 
And to that image every thought, 
Does turn, with deep devotion fraught." 

** 'Tis true that I have bowed the knee 

To others, but I never felt, 
The pure, the deep intensity. 

Of passion as I knelt. 
Gome o^er my heart, like that I feel. 
As dearest ! unto thee I kneel." 

" 'Tis true that I have revelled oft, 

And felt a thrill of wUd delight. 

When glances languishing and soft^ 
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From bright eyes met my lU^t ; 
Hare oft with rapture, paused to traee, 
A sylph-like form or loTely face." 



" 'Tis true that I (and who has not i) 
Have owned the spell of woman's power. 

But now those dreams are all forgot. 
Those passions of an hour ; 

It is no transitory love, 

Which does for thee, my spirit moTe.'* 

I 

" Those boyish fancies now are o'er, 
Gone, yanished, like the mists of night, 

And now upon my soul does pour, 
A clear and steady light ; 

Driving each dark cloud far away. 

And death alone, can quench that ray." 

" It is a fire caught from abore, 

A sacred, e'er-enduring flame. 
Bold in its purity, true love 

Knows nought of fear or shame; 
Such is the love I feel for thee ! 
From eyery sensual passion free." 

'• *Twas not thy beauty, first did win 

The adoration of my heart. 
Which caused that flame to glow within, 

Though beautiful thou art ; 
It was the loyeliness of mind, 
"^hich in thy tyery act's defined." 
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** It eamt not on me suddenly, 

Bat strengthened with each intenriew, 
And gazing on thine hazel eye, 

More powerful it grew ; 
For there I clearly saw display'd, 
Virtues, with which thy soul's array'd." 

" Then doom me not to dark despair. 

Without thee life would be a void, 
A dreary waste, a vale of care. 

And sorrow unalloy'd; 
Let but thy smile my pathway bless ; 
And Hope will whisper happiness !" 

" I will not, cannot say farewell ! 

For brighter hours than these may come, 
Thy form within my breast will dwell,. 

Where'er my footsteps roam ; 
My thought8,«-as rivers to the sea^— 
Unceasingly will flow to thee ! 
Thou star of my idolatry !" 



THE CONTEMPLATIVE CHILD. 



CHILD of earth! why gazest thou, 
With contemplatiye up-turned brow. 
Upon yon blue ethereal space. 
What seekest thou therein to trace ? 
Thou canst not, like the learned sage, 
Decipher on that wonderous page. 
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Thftt sUr be-fpangled fimuunent* 

At 'twere a written book, the eTent 

Approaching to maturity. 

On wings of daric futurity, 

Which makes, or mars the late of man ; 

Why then so earnest dost thou scan 

The deep blue depths ? dost thou aspire 

Those characters of liring fire. 

To read, to know their aim and end. 

How formed, and wherefore, or ascend 

Thy thoughts beyond, where angels dwell ? 

Do holy aspirations swell. 

Within that youthful breast of thine, 

Aught know'st thou of that power divine. 

That great, that universal Being I 
Maker of all, below,— aboTs,— 

Omnipotent,— unseen,— all-seeing. 

Who guards us with his Heavenly lov^ ? 

• 
Thy playmates have retired to rest. 

And thou alone with loosened vest. 

Dost stand upon the hillock's crest. 

Amid the darkness of the night, 

Spread by the breeze, thy garments white. 

Seem shedding round a halo bright; 

Like youthful Samuel thou dost look. 

We read of in the Sacred Book, 

Chosen of God, in early years. 

But hush I thy voice salutes mine ears. 

" They tell me of a far-off land. 

The regions of the blest, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary are at rest; 
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TJiey tell me, all are an^U there, 
111 shining vestments drest/ 

And that nought of grief, or sorrowing, 
Is there the bosom's guest." 

** They tell me, that a King supreme, 

A Being wise and great ; 
More powerful far than Mortal Kings, 

Dwells there in regal state ; 
They say, that he this earth can make 

Or glad, or desolate. 
That we to him are but as worms, 

And in his hand's, our fate." 

" The tell me, that the good and just, 

The virtuous in heart. 
Go to that happy place, when they 

From out this world depart ; 
They say, the rich and poor alike. 

Do share in equal part. 
The love divine, which does such bliss 

Unspeakable impart?' 

" They say, he^s merciful, although 

So powerful he be. 
That he ^ill listen to the prayer 

E*en of a child like me ; 
And that his well-beloved Son, 

From sin to set man free, 
In mortal guise, did undergo 

Death's bitter penalty." 

" I gaze upon the midnight sky, 
With twinkling stars o'erspread, 
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And when the pale-faced silver moon, 

Around her beams does shed ; 
And on the sun, when he does rise 

From out his ocean bed. 
Or when at eye he sets 'mid clouds. 

Of purple, gold, and red.'* 

*' I ask, who made those twinkling stairs f 

That silver moon so bright ? 
Who made the sun and guides his eeurie, 

Dispensing heat and light ? 
Who made the ocean, and the land. 

Each thing which greets the sight ? 
They answer me, the God above ! 

Of wisdom infinite." 

^* How boundless then, must be his power, 

—Inscrutable his skill, 

Who can create such wondrous things. 

And mould them to his will ; 
And oh ! how terrible his wrath, 

To those whose deeds are ill. 
When summoned to the judgement seat. 

What awe their breasts must fill." 

** My mind is lost as in a maze, 

I cannot comprehend. 
How one so mighty, and so wise. 

Can be the infant's firlend ; 
Can to his supplication deign, 

A listening ear to lend, 
O Lord t upon my youthful mind 

Enlightenment pray send." 
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LAST WORDS OF 
THE MAID OF ORLEANS. 



SPRUNG from obscurityi and raised* 

By superstitious priesthood's guils. 
Awhile the Maid of Orlealls blazed 

Like a bright meteor, but the smiU 
Of fortune quickly passed away, 

Soon quenched was all that meteor's light, 
And now a prisoner she' lay, 

Immured and chained, a mournful sight ; 
But hers was not a common mind, 

High thought is stamped \»pon that brow, 
To every turn of fate resigned, 

She hears her sentence, and does bow 
In meek humility her head. 

Escapes no sound or sign of fear. 
Stem Beaufort* sits beside her bed* 

And watches vainly for the tear. 
Or silent quivering of despair. 

Which tells the inward agony. 
He gazes on her face, and there 

Dwells nought but calm serenity ; 



* These lines were suggested by a print, la wlueh ihb 
unfortunate victim of superstitious credulity, is depicted 
in the dungeon at Kouen, reclining, heavily chained, on 
a low bedstead, by the side of which is seated Cardinal 
Beaufort, who appears by his gestuTM to b« excitiBg bit 
to repentaace and confttsion. 

• 8 



]S0 MlfCI}.LA!CIOUt TORH^, 

Her huidi tue cUtped as though the pnys. 

And commime holds with One aboTe, 
While o'er her lorely features plays 

A rapt expression, holy lore 
Is beaming in the Maiden's face« 

She hears his words, but heeds them not. 
Her thoughts are in another place, 

And eyery worldly care's forgot. 
'Twas hers to perish, 'mid the flame 

Of bigotry's intolerant rage, 
But on the sounding trump of Fame, 

Her name wUl live from age to age, 
And nations yet unborn, will hear, 
And wonder at her bright career. 

The fatal day of death is come. 

And sadly sounds upon the ear. 
The wail of trump, and muffied drum. 

As the appointed hour draws near ; 
And now the Maiden forth they lead, 

Her step is firm, though pale her cheek. 
Who stand spectators 'of the deed ? 

Alas ! that Briton's e'er should seek 
God's brightest, loveliest work to mar, 
(For Albion's warlike sons tiiey are) 
Alas ! that men so true and brave, 
A sacrifice like this, should crave. 
Onward she passes, now the pyre 

They reach, and bind her to the stake. 
Is kindled the consuming fire. 

The forked flames around her break, 
Still dauntless she no fear displays, 
~ hus unto ths Virgin prays. 



i -1 



. iflSOEtLANEOUS FOKMt. 181' 



** I heard a Toice amid the honn of ni^^t, 
Saying " PuceUe, arise ! to thee 'tis given, 

Thy country's enemies to put to flight, 
Thou art the chosen instrument of Heaven. 
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'* Go forth and conquer/' gladly I obey'd 
The holy call, all fear forsook my breast, 

I stenmied the tide of battle undismay'd, 
And this frail form in armour did invest.** 

*\ 1 felt endowed with superhmnan strength, 
Wounds did I heed not, cared I nought for pain, 

I girded on the ponderous weapon's length. 
And the bright shield, this weak arm did sustain. 

** 'Mid scenes of peace my early years had past, 
Trembling I listened to a tale of blood. 

But now undaunted, the rude trumpet's blast 
1 heard, and saw gush forth the gory flood." 



" In menial offices employed, my tongue 

Could ne'er my thoughts express in courtly phrase, 
But now upon my words the people hung. 

And even princes listened with amaze." 

" My coimcils qwayed a nation, unto me 
Was given the guidance of the ranks of war ; 

Before our powers did the foeman flee, 
With fear beheld our banners from afar." 

" Mother of Jesus ! whose all^seeing eye, 
Can view each iamost thought, and yaia deiire» 
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RANALD MAC EAGH'S DYING 

INJUNCTION. 

[from SCOTT's legend of MOKTROtB.] 



« SON of the Mist ! as thy fathers be free. 
Build ye no shieling, no pasture enclose ; 

L«t the elder of the mountain thy sustenance be, 
And if these fail thee, prey on the flocks of our foes. 

*' Barter not freedom, for riches or power. 

Own ye no master, receive ye no law; 
In the days of abundance, orfamine*s dark hour, 

No aid from our pampered oppressors e'er draw.'* 

'* Oh ! never the mountain and thicket forsake. 
For the soft couch of down, or the stone-cover'd roof; 

On the heathery hill-side, thy resting-place make. 
And from aU the allurements of ease keep aloof.'* 

" On the wild craggy steep, in i}^e wood-sheltered vale. 
In manhood,— old age,— when the rude wintry blast 

Howls round thee, or summer breathes soft on the ^le. 
E'er keep to the faith of thy fore-father's fast." 

" Remember 1 we once were a powerful race, 
'Till scattered and driven, a handful, to roam 

Oppressed, and insulted from every place. 
Which was dear to our hearts, as our infancy's home." 

" Those who then in the land, were but hewers of wood, 
And drawers of water, are lords of the soil ; 

For us is the wilderness, mountain, and flood. 
We never can stoop as Metr bondshiYes to toil.'* 
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" May ray curie be upt»u ye to life's closing hour. 
If yc men7 e*er shew to the nee of Monteith ! 

Dtmlinvaroch I^Diannid ! when placed in your po-v^'iv 
Spare not one of their riden, retainer, or chief." 

" The time's not far hence, when those spoilers will fall 
On each other, like blood-hounds, which fipht o'er 
their prey ; 

Then vainly on us, they for mercy must call, 
'TwUl be their Uun to suffer, omnio bum and to slay.*' 

'* But they who a kindness have shown to our clan. 
Ne'er that kindness forget, though an army pursue 

For vengeance a murderer, if a Mac Ian ! 
Let the fugitive find a protector in you." 

'* For in Glencroe and Ardinmuchan, wo have dwelt. 
Unmolested among them, for many a year; 

They heard oiu dark tale, for onr injuries felt, 
And vowed to stand by us, should foemen appear/* 

" Then up ! and away ! be as free as the wind ; 

'Gainst the houses of man shake the dust from thy feet 
And let these my last words, be still fresh in thy mind, 

When the sound of my voice hath thine car ceased to 
greet/' 

** Farewell ! mayst thou die as thy fathers have died, 
l&tt* thy mental and bodily powers have ta'en flight; 

Hevenge wrongs ! requite favours ! and be it thy pride. 
To preserve the name leil thee, untarnished and 
bright." 
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THE CAMBRIAN'S BOAST. 



AP Morgan— Ap Griffith— Ap Shenkins— -Ap Roe t 
Was a very^ a very great man, you must know ; 
So he thought, at least, and he ought to know best. 
To the north, to the east, to the south, and the west. 
Spread the boughs of his geneological tree, 
Oh ! he was a man with a long pedigree. 

The roots of this tree were so deep in the earth. 

That no one could tell, where 'twas first they hadbirth; 

They spread 'neath the land, and they spread 'neath the 

sea. 
And the shoots they gaye forth, throve so vigorously, 
That they sprouted up here, and they sprouted up there. 
In short, the Ap Morgans ! were every where. 

Now so widely they spread, and so numerous they grew. 

And so much of the sap they for sustenance drew. 

Like wicked, undutiful children, who thrive 

On that, which should keep their dear parents alive ; 

That to save the original trunk from decay, 

Stern necessity bade, they should be cut away. 

'Twas accordingly done, and the roots thus deprived 
Of parental protection, still won'drously. thrived, 
And took other names, such as Robinson ! Jones ! 
The Mac Nabs! the MacGreggors! O'Harasl 0*Hones ! 
And a great many others, I can't call to mind, 
But all had distinguishing titles assigned. 
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Roleated from its burthens the (amily tree, 
Of Ap Morgan, — ^Ap Griflitk, and company I 
Shot up, and became the delight of all eyes ; 
Its wonderful boughs appear'd propping the skies. 
O'er Plinlimmon, and Skiddaw, a shadow it cast. 
And '4 ttair'd in its prpgrfss ths flevce noithem Uwt. 

As those off-sets grew up, they got boastful and proud. 
And would often be talking, and vaunting aloud, 
Of the root whence they sprung, and even would dare. 
Themselves, with that King of all Trees, to compare ; 
And say, as much honour was due unto them^ 
As that which was paid the original stem. 

'* If you ask me whatyhit/t, by this tree were produced. 
My friends 1 I to boasting but little pm used, 
But I am a sample" Ap Morgan would say, 
A*— keeping Saint David's high festival day,— 
On a large Mountain Goat, in the town he was seen, 
W^ith a Leek in his hat-band, so fragrant and green,'* 



" I but spoke in a rich, allegorical style, 
And," here the great man would triumphantly smile, 
*• I think you'll confess, when you look upon me, 
Od splutter her nails I that the fruits of this tree. 
At once are the handsomest, bravest, and best, 
Of the motions, by which the wide earth is possest." 

'Twas agreed to nem con by the Cambrians all. 
Men,— women, and children, rich,— poor, great and smally 
That their Countryman like a wise oracle spok^* 



J^ji4 loii#y und long, cUd they laii{^ at th^ jok«. 
To think other £oikfi» in their own esUmation, 
Sh^ujl4 esreir ciwpiire witih Uki9 CAfcee^e-ioMtwg imUpd. 

« Ye OfHenea ( md O'HaiasI go hide in your beee; 
Yon eoe nothing mi kut, but a parcel ef iwgs, 
Your food is potatoes, ye wallow in dirt. 
With a hay-band for stockings, and nerer a shirt ! 
Who,— so ye get poteen and wMthf galore,^ 
Care for nothing in life, but to fight and to roar.'* 

" Ye Mac Nabs ! and Mac Greggors ! dowji, down i^ 

each glen. 
Hide your heads, now diminished, ye bare-legged men; 
Ye promoters of pillage, and every disorder. 
And stealers of cattle from over the border ; 
Staunch lovers of plunder, and haters of law. 
Whose music's the bagpipee, whose drink's usqueiattffh.** 

** Ye RobintOQS l-^Jones's ! in cities who bide, 
And call yourselves masters, and lords of the tide ; 
And boast of your bravery, learning, and sense. 
Of your wide-spread dominions^ f^d riches immense ; 
Ye consumers of roaet herf and gin and eirong beer, 
If you'd view your superiors, pri'thee come here.*' 

'Twas thus, in full chorus, the Cambrians sung, 
Then set up a shout, which is said to have nmg^ 
From Cwrdigan Bay to the Thames' golden strand, 
Then echoing rolled o'er each far distant land ; 
O'er Isthmus, and Islaod, and Coii«in«fki vast, 
Whese inhabitants daem'd that a JkurxisAxw pasa'd. 
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The Mohawk, ceased digging for Miuk-Rats, and MoIea> 
The Russian, ceased torturing innocent Poles ; 
The Dutchman, his pipe dropped, the CafAre, his laBce^ 
'Twas heard in New Holland, as plain as in France ; 
And the Cariists in Spain, were inspired with such fear. 
That they fled, as though Evans were close in the rear* 

Oh ! could I but wake, like Cadwallon, the string. 
Old Csmbria I how widely thy praises should ring; 
Thou country so famed, for thy Blankets and CheeaCy 
For Goats-flesh, and Mutton, but far above these. 
For thy Children, ihejrmtt of that Wonderful Tree, 
The valiant, the wise, who ne'er conquered could be. 



A NATIONAL SONG. 



A fftirUnd,— to hang upon Liberty't shriDe,— , 
Of the HoM. and th» ThistU. and Shamrock, entwiiM, 

And let it be bound, with Oak leavps around. 
With the tendrils wreath'd of the fruitful Vine; 
And may feelings of brotherhood, peace and good-will. 
The hearts of the Britons united, e*er fill. 



THE Rose that is bloommg in Albion's bowers, 
Ls the loveliest, the sweetest, of nature's flowers; 

In modest pride, like a blushing bride. 
Sheltered secure when the storm-cloud lours ; 
Long! longl may it blossom, delight of the brave, 
Hail*dby nations around, as "the Queen of the Wave. 

The Oak that is growing on Albion's plains, 
For ceniuries, it vigour, and strength retains; 
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The Itafy spread, of its kingly head, 
The furious wind in its might restrains ;• 

Long ! long ! may it flourish, undecay'd to the core, 
And carry our thunders from shore to shore. 

Like the Rose, are the Daughters of Albion's race, 
Excelling in purity, beauty, and grace ; 

With hearts that feel, for another's weal, 
Kindness you may in each action trace ; 

Like the Rose may they blossom, from spoilers secure, 
. And their. beauty, and purity, ever endure. 

A true type is the Oak, of Albion's Sons, 

As in action, they stand to their country's guns. 

The blast may rend, but it ne'er can bend. 
Unyielding and firm, 'till their life-blood runs ; 
May success on their efforts for Freedom e'er smile. 
And Prosperity reign, o'er our " Sea-girt Isle." 

Caledonia's Thistle, amid the brown heath. 
Rears its hardy head, the rude crags beneath ; 

Dear symbol wild, of Liberty's child. 
May Slavery, ne^er with its blighting breath. 
Come thy native straiths, and thy glens among. 
Famed for martial deeds, and the Poet's song. 

Hibemia's Shamrock, so fresh and so gr^en, 
Clothes hill-side and vale, with a dazzling sheen ; 

Ever verdant and gay, aa the smiles which play 
O'er her children's face, where rich humour is seen ; 
Oh ! ne'er may the clouds of Adversity blight, 
That sparkling wit, or that smile so bright. 
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Then here's to the Lftato» with iht Tartan and Snoed, 
And to Norah, whoM cabin thou^ hnml^e and tudey 

Is blest with coBient» and a sireet charm lent» 
By her ! in whose pffesence no care doe» intrude ; 
And last though not least of the Trio, here's She 
Of England ! " the Land of the brave and the free.' 



THE 
ROSE OF CASTLE HOWARD. 

[see plate.] 



•« A child art play 
Among tbe rosy -wild flowers tinging, 
A% to»y and at WUd U they." 

jtfOMV. 



IT was the noontide hour ! I wandered on, — ^where 
boughs o'er-arching, formed a \ta£j screen, impe)rridii$ to 
to the hot sun's burning ray, — holding sweet commune 
with the thoughts which rose within my breast ; thoughts 
fraught with by-gone joys, from retrospective memory's 
treasure-house, where silent they had lain for many a 
year, called by the influence of the scene around, once 
more to view. Amid the selfish cares, the all-engrossing 
cares of busy life, those feelings warm and generons are 
forgot, those blest emotions of life's blissful spring, that 
age of bright anticipations^— dreams, as evanescent, and 
as beautiful, as is the bow whieh spans the eth^rkl sMl, 
when from the vale, the storm hath passed away. 

** The Visions of youth ! oh, how gldwing and bright. 
Ere* the cares of this world cast their gloom on the mind; 

When before us, we see nought but joy and delight, 
Nor think of the clouds, which are galheririg behind." 



In after years, wc know them' I* be falBej-^flefctitig^,-— 
delusive, yet *tis rery svretty to lire that blisiftil peritfd 
o'er again, once more to dreain those d^^ams, once more 
to roam, by rivulet and hedge-row ; and to pluck the fra- 
grant flowers, and sing the joyous songs, of earlier dayat. 

As the tired wanderer o'er the fiery desert, docs hail 
with thankfulness the Oasis with its sheltering palms, 
and gushing fount; so does the spirit, worn with buffetings, 
all gladly furl its wings, and sink to rest upon those ver- 
dant isles, which rise from out "the sea of memory;" 
those green spots, where alt else, 

** Is weary, stale, flat« and unprofitable.** 

'Twas thus I mused, when suddei^ly there eame, a 
burst of childish - merriment upon mine ear; and clearer 
still,— itaore vividly distinct, — the scenes of my own 
childhood were recalled : then hastening on, I stoody with- 
out the shelter of the forest trees, upon a gentle eminence, 
and gazed down on an emerald carpeted, and flower- 
bespangled dell; enclosed on every side by frowning 
woods, while at the farther end a tiny lake,— upon whose 
fhore a fairy structure raised its marble dome,«— lay like 
a mirror, flashing back the sunbeams, in a flood of 
iridescent light. And there, within the midst of this 
bright scene, a child, a beauteous child, with flaxen ring- 
lets and blue eyes, which sparkled with delight, was 
wandering alone, like some young Peri *mid the bowers 
of Eden. " Art thou the guardian Spirit of this fair 
domain, sweet child ? and is yon Temple, on the lake's 
green banks, thy dwelling place ? Now dost thou stand, 
and fix thine eyes intently, as though lost in thought, 
as thou didst meditate upon the beauties which surround 
thee, 

" looking through Katore, up to Vature'f Obd ;*' 

while irom thy parted lips, thou lispest forth a nursery 
hymn Qf praise and thankfikness, unto t^y great Creator, 
and Preserver." " Anon a smile, bright as the sunbeam 
flashing on th6 wave, plays o'er thy cherub face ; thy 
gladsome laugh breaks forth, and thou dost bound across 
the velvet turf, as light and gracefully, as does the wild 
Gazelle amid its native hills." 

" For many a mile around, the waving woods,— green 
meads,— and fertile fields, bow to the Earl of Carlisle as 
their Lord ; and not far hence, in stately pride, doth 
stand th« princely dwellingi of the princely Howard's ; 
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viUun whose veins, tlie purple tide of royalty, liatli How* 
in ages pMt." " That castellated mansion ui tHy horn 
and thou a scion art of that proud stock, tlian ^which" 
in Britain's annals,^none can boast a greater or mor 
glorious name." " May all good Angels guard thee roum 
About, and shield thee from adversity, and keep thj 
mind as pure, as free from stain^when thou dost mingie 
with the selfish world, dost tread the giddy round ot 
fashionable follies,— as it is now : farewell ! siiireet l^ild 
Rose of the wilderness !*' 

Thus saying, from the spot I turned away, repeating: as 
I went the following lines. 

** Beautiful blossom of a noble stem. 

Gaily thou sportest o'er the verdant green. 
Guileless and pure, as is the garden's gem. 

Of flowers the queen." 

" The spreading lawns, the silvan groves and fields. 
Are scenes where first thy laughing eyes saw ligfat^ 
And as you rove, each passing hour reveals 

Fresh objects of delight." 

** The variegated butterfly to chase, 

With joyous shout, across the grassy mead, 
Or in the bubbling spring to view thy face, • 

To thee, are joys indeed." 

'* Sheltered secure from adverse fortune's tide, 
And blessed with parents, affable and mild, 
With every wish of thy young heart supplied, 

Thou art a happy child !" 



THE END. 
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^t ERRATA. 

' Page 1 line 5 /or revebcrating r«rrf reverberating 

repflc 6 line G/or emersed, reai? immersed. 

17 lino Gybrfrail read flail. 

26 line 26 ybr Muzzin, read Muezzin. 

33 line 28 /or spirts, read spirits. 

37 line 15 /or fom read form 

53 line 23 for the, reaif their. 

63 line 24 /or with influence, read with their 
>s influence. 

js 74 line 10 /or and consideration, read arid no 

consideration. 
. 86 line 20/or when, read whom 

104 line 5 for consecrated, read consecrating. 

106 line 7 fw furze, read fern. 

136 line 17 /or Ponoma, read Pomona. 

140 line 7 /or clouds, read chords 

142 line 2 /or shall, read stroll. 

143 line 19 /or dim. r«id din. 

144 line 2/or in the, reaid on thy. 

151 fw Moi Chere Amie, read Ma Chere Amie. 
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another 



The Publisher takes thisopportniiiiyofaimcnir'^'irj^ 
other Volume by the same Anthor to be emul^ 

COBHAM REVISITED, 



'9 

which mil shortly app«ir, ,^ ^htehy— «/' <*ri«, 
the mconvemence attending the deHrery of NomUB, 
—will he published complete Pbic« 5t. '^ 



